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the sirt:'— Times. 

^' Enough to make us hopeful that we shall once more have reason to 
rejoice whenever we hear that a new work is coming out, written by one 
who bears the honoured name of Hawthorne. There is a great deal of 
clever and original description and good writing." — Saturday Review. 

*' Bressant " is a romance of the same school as ** Transformation," but in 
some respects superior to it in power." — Spectator. 

"Mr Julian Hawthorne is endowed. with a large share of his father*s 
peculiar genius. We trace in '* Bressant " the same intense yearning after a 
high and spiritual life, the same passionate love of nature, the same subtlety 
and delicacy of remark, and also a little of the same tendency to indulge in 
the use of a half-weird, half-fantastic imagery. The conception is excellent. 
There are many passages scattered here and there, graceful, poetical, and 
evincing great keenness of intuition, which we should have liked to quote 
had our space permitted. But the book is full of promise, and we shall look 
forward with interest to the next wwk by the same hand." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

"Bressant" is something more than a promise — it is a performance — a 
work of art— a book which raises its author, at one step, into the ranks of 
recognised American noveliJsts." — CtvU Service Gazette. 

"A most original and artistic work." — Examiner, 

** Mr Hawthorne's book forms a remarkable contrast in point of power 
and interest, to the dreary mass of so-called romances through which the 
reviewer works bis way. . . . An interesting story." — Athetueum. 

*' The whole story from first to last is full of touches of real genius ; genius 
so marked, and so true, that the interest of the reader, having been once 
fairly roused, is riveted to the very end." — Standard. 



HENRY S. KING & CO., LONDON. 



IDOLATET: 



A Eomance. 



JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 



Volume I. 



Henry S. King & Co., 

65 CoRNHiLL, & 12 Paternoster Row. London. 

1874. 



251 . I. A^^- 



All rights reserved. 



To Robert Carter Esq., of New York. 

Not the intrinsic merits of this story embolden 
me to inscribe it to you, my dear friend, but 
the fact that you, more than any man, are 
responsible for its writing. Your advice and 
encouragement first led me to book-making; so 
it is only fair that you should partake of what- 
ever obloquy (or honour) the practice may 
bring upon me. 

The ensuing pages may incline you to suspect 
their author of a repugnance to unvarnished 
truth; but — without prejudice to Othello — 
since varnish brings out in wood veins of 
beauty invisible before the application, why not 
also in the sober facts of life ? When the 
transparent artifice has been penetrated, the 
familiar substance underneath will be greeted 
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none the less kindly ; nay, the observer will 
perhaps regard the disguise as an oblique com- 
pliment to his powers of insight, and his atten- 
tion may thus be better secured than had the 
subject worn its everj^-day dress. Seriously, 
the most matter-of-fact life has moods when 
the light of romance seems to gild its earthern 
chimney-pots into fairy minarets ; and were the 
story-teller but sure of laying his hands on the 
true gold, perhaps the more the story had of it, 
the better ! 

Here, however, comes in the grand diflficulty ; 
fact nor fancy is often reproduced in true 
colours ; and while attempting justly to combine 
life's elements, the writer has to beware that 
they be not mere cheap imitations thereof. 
Not seldom does it happen that what he 
proffers as genuine arcana of imagination and 
philosophy, affects the reader as a dose of Hiero- 
glyphics and Balderdash. — Nevertheless, the 
first duty of the fiction-monger — no less than of 
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the photographic artist doomed to produce 
successful portraits of children-in-arms. — is, to 
be amusing ; to shrink at no shift which shall 
beguile the patient into procrastinating escape 
until the critical moment be gone by. The 
gentle reader will not too sternly set his face 
against such artifices ; but, so they go not the 
length of fantastically presenting phenomena 
inexplicable upon any common-sense hypothesis, 
— he will, rather, lend himself to his own beguile- 
ment. The performance once over, let him, if 
so inclined, strip the feathers from the flights of 
imagination, and wash the* colour from the 
incidents ; if aught, save the driest and most 
ordinary matters-of-fact reward his researches, 
then let him be offended ! 

De te Fabula does not apply here, my dear 
friend ; for you will show me more indulgence 
than I have skill to demand. And, should you 
find matter of interest in this book, yours, 
rather than the author's, will be the merit. 
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As the beauty of nature is from the eye that 
looks upon her, so would the story be dull and 
barren, save for the life and colour of the 
reader's sympathy. — Yours most sincerely, 

Julian Hawthorne. 



CONTENTS, 



■««- 



I. 

PAGE 

THE ENCHANTED RING, I 

II. 
OUT OF EGYPT, 1 5 

III. 
A MAY MORNING, 37 

IV. 
A BRAHMAN, 5 1 

V. 

A NEW MAN WITH AN OLD FACE, .... 63 

VI. 

THE VAGARIES OF HELWYSE, 9 1 

VII. 
A QUARREL, I08 



• • • 



VI 11 CONTENTS. 

VIII. 

PACK 

A COLLISION IMMINENT, Il6 

IX. 

THE VOICE OF DARKNESS, I36 

X. 

HELWYSE RESISTS THE DEVIL, I49 

XI. 
A DEAD WEIGHT, • ^53 

XII. 
MORE VAGARIES, 1 5^ 

XIII. 
THROUGH A GLASS, 1 82 

XIV. 
THE TOWER OF BABEL, 2Q2 

XV. 
CHARON'S FERRY, 211 

XVI. 

LEGENDS AND CHRONICLES, 230 

XVII. 
FACE TO FACE, 242 



mgmm^mm^^m 



IDOLATRY. 



•'- ♦> 



I. 



THE ENCHANTED RING. 

One of the most imposing buildings in Boston, 
twenty years ago, was a granite hotel, whose 
western windows looked upon a grave- yard. 
Passing up a flight of steps, and beneath a 
portico of dignified granite columns, and so, 
through an embarrassing pair of swinging doors 
to the roomy vestibule ; — you would there pause 
a moment to expectorate upon tfce black and 
white tesselated pavement. Having thus as- 
serted your title to Puritan ancestry, and to the 
best accommodations the house afforded, you 

I. A 
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would approach the desk and write your name 
in the hotel-register. This done, you would be 
apt to run your eye over the last dozen arrivals, 
on the chance of lighting upon the autograph of 
some acquaintance, — to be shunned or sought, 
according to circumstances. 

Let us, for the story's sake, suppose that the 
gentle reader is a guest of this hotel on a 
certain night during the latter part of May, in 
the year Eighteen Hundred and Fifty-three. 
Turning to the ninety-ninth page of the register 
above-mentioned, he will remark that the last 
name thereon written is, ** Doctor Hiero Gly- 
phic ; Room 2 7." The natural inference is that, 
unless so odd a name be an assumed one. Doc- 
tor Glyphic occupies that room. Now, passing 
on to page one hundred, the first entry reads as 
follows; — " Balder Helwyse, Cosmopolis.; Room 
29. 

In no trifling mood do we call attention to 
these two names, and above all to their relative 
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position in the book. Had they both appeared 
upon the same page, this Romance might never 
have been written. On such seemingly frail 
pegs hang consequences the most weighty! 
Because Doctor Glyphic preferred the humble 
foot of page 99 to the trouble of turning to a 
leading position on page lOO ; or because Mr 
Helwyse, having begun the looth, was too 
incurious to hunt up his next door neighbour 
on the 99th; ensued unparalleled adventures, 
and this account of them ! 

Our present purpose — by the reader's leave 
and in his company — is to violate Doctor Hiero 
Glyphic's retirement, as he lies asleep in bed. 
Nor shall we stop at his bedside ! we mean to 
penetrate deep into the darksome caves of his 
memory, and to drag forth thence sundry odd- 
looking secrets, which shall blink and look 
strangely in the light of discovery ,— little 
thought their keeper that our eyes should ever 
behold them ! Yet will he not resent our in- 
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trusion ; for it is twenty years ago, and he lies 
asleep I 

Two o^cIock sounds from the neighbouring 
steeple of the Old South Church, as we noise- 
lessly enter the chamber — noiselessly, for the 
hush of the past is about us. We scarcely distin- 
guish anything at first ; the moon has set on the 
other side of the hotel ; and perhaps, too, some 
of the dimness of these twenty intervening years 
affects our eyesight. By degrees, however, ob- 
jects begin to define themselves ; the bed shows 
doubtfully white, and that dark blot upon the 
pillow must be the face of our sleeping man. 
It is turned towards the window; the mouth is 
open, — probably the good Doctor snores, albeit 
across this extent of time the sound fails to 
reach us. 

The room is as bare, square, and character- 
less as other hotel rooms ; nevertheless, its oc- 
cupant may have left a hint or two of himself 
about which would be of use to us. There are 
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no trunks or other luggage ; evidently he will 
be on his way again to-morrow. The window 
is shut, for all that the night is warm and clear. 
The door is carefully locked. The Doctor^s 
garments (which seem to be of rather a jaunty 
and knowing cut for one of his grave profes- 
sion) are lying disorderly about, on chair, table, 
or floor. He carries no watch, but under his 
pillow we see protruding the corner of a great 
leathern pocket-book, which might contain a 
fortune in bank-notes. 

A couple of chairs are drawn up to the bed- 
side, uplon one of which stands a blown-out 
candle, while the other supports an oblong, 
coffin-shaped box, narrower at one end than at 
the other, and painted black. Too small for a 
coffin, however ; no human corpse, at least, is 
contained in it. But the frame that lies so quiet 
and motionless here, thrills, when awakened to 
life, with a soul only less marvellous than 
man's. The coffin, in short, is a violin-case, 
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and the mysterious frame the violin. The 
Doctor must have been fiddling overnight, after 
getting in bed ; to the dissatisfaction, probably, 
of his neighbour on 'the other side of the thin 
partition. 

Little else in the room is worthy notice, un- 
less it be the pocket-comb which has escaped 
from the Doctor's waistcoat, and the shaving 
materials, also pocketable, upon the wash-stand. 
Apparently he does not stand on much toilet- 
ceremony. The room has nothing more of 
significance to communicate, so now we come 
to the room's occupant Our eyes have got 
enough accustomed to the imperfect light to 
make out what manner of man he may be. 

Barely middle-aged ; or, at a second glance, he 
might be fifteen to five-and-twenty years older. 
His face, while retaining the form of youth, 
wears a subtle shadow which we feel might be 
consistent even with extreme old age. Regular 
eyebrows support the wide, low forehead ; the 
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long and narrow face beneath is of a dry and 
swarthy complexion. In sleep, open-mouthed, 
the expression is rather inane; though we 
can readily imagine the waking face to be not 
devoid of a certain intensity and comeliness of 
aspect, marred, however, by an air of guarded 
secrecy apparent even now. 

We prattle of the dead past, and use to fancy 
that peace must dwell there, if nothing else. 
Only in the past, say we, is security from jostle, 
danger, and disturbance; who would live at his 
ease must number his days backwards ; no charm 
so potent as the years, if read from right to left 
Living in the past, prophecy and memory are 
at one ; care for the future can harass no man. 
Overboard with that Jonah — Time — and the 
winds of fortune shall cease to buffet us! And 
more to the same effect. 

And yet it is not so. The past, if more real 
than the future, is no less so than is the 
present ; the pain of a broken heart or head 
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disadvantage peculiar to the profession — ^the 
necessity of omniscience. It tends to make 
them too arbitrary — leads them to disregard the 
modesty of nature and the harmonies of reason 
in their methods. They will pretend to know 
things which they could never have seen or 
heard of, and for the truth of which they bring 
forward no evidence : thus forcing the reader to 
reject, as lacking proper conformation, what he 
would else — from its inherent grace and spright- 
liness — ^be happy to accept. 

That we shall be free from this reproach is 
rather our good fortune than our merit It is 
by favour of our stars, not by virtue of our own, 
that we turn not aside from the plain path of 
truth to the byeways of supematuralism and 
improbability. Nevertheless we find it hard to 
refrain from a breath of self-praise ; there is a 
proud and solid satisfaction in holding an 
unassailable position. Could we but catch the 
world's eye, we would meet it calmly I 
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Let US hasten to introduce our talisman. 
You may see it at this very moment, encircling 
the third finger of Doctor Glyphic's left hand ; 
in fact, it is neither more nor less than a quaint 
diamond ring. The stone, though not surpris- 
ingly large, is surpassingly pure and brilliant ; as 
its keen delicate ray sparkles on the eye, one 
marvels whence, in the dead of night, it got 
together so much celestial fire ! Observe the 
setting, — the design is unique. Two fairy 
serpents, one golden, the other fashioned from 
black meteoric iron, are intertwined along their 
whole length, forming the hoop of the ring. 
Their heads approach the diamond from 
opposite sides, and each makes a mighty bite 
at it with tiny jaws studded with sharp little 
teeth. Thus their contest holds the stone 
firmly in place. The whole forms a pretty 
symbol of the human soul, battled for by the 
good and evil principles. But the diamond 
seems in its entirety to be an awkward mouth- 
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ful for either. The snakes are wrought with 
wondrous dexterity and finish ; each separate 
scale is distinguishable upon their glistening 
bodies, the wrinkling of the skin in the coils, the 
sparkling points of eyes, and the minute 
nostrils. Such works of art are not made now- 
a-days. The ring is an antique — a relic of an 
age when skill was out of all proportion to 
liberty — a very distant time ! To deserve its 
setting, the stone must possess very exceptional 
qualities. Let us look more closely at it. 

Fortunately, its own lustre makes it visible in 
every part ; the minuteness of our scrutiny 
need be limited only by our eye-power. It is 
cut with many facets — twenty-seven, if you 
choose to count them ; perhaps (though we 
little credit such fantasies) some mystic signific- 
ance may be intended in this number. Con- 
centrating now our attention upon any single 
facet, we see — either inscribed upon its surface, 
or showing through from the interior of the 
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Stone — a sort of monogram or intricately 
designed character, not unlike those mysterious 
Chinese letters on tea chests. Every facet has 
a similar figure, though no two are identical. 
But the central — the twenty-seventh facet — 
which is larger than the others, has an important 
peculiarity. We find therein concentrated and 
commingled the other twenty-six characters, 
which, separately unintelligible, form where 
thus united a plain and coherent narrative — ^the 
complete history, in fact, of the ring itself! 

A small part of this narrative — that, namely, 
which concerns the present owner of the ring — 
shall forthwith be read ; the rest must be 
silence, although (going back as it does to the 
earliest records of the human race), many an 
interesting page must be skipped perforce. 

The advantages to a historian of a medium 
such as this, are too patent to need pointing 
out. Pretension and conjecture will be avoided, 
because unnecessary. The most trifling 
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thought or deed of any person connected with 
this ring's history, is open to direct inspection. 
Were there more such talismans as this, the 
profession of authorship would become no 
less easy than delightful, and criticism would 
sting itself to death in despair of better prey. 
So far as is known, however, the enchanted 
ring is unique of its kind, and, such as it is, has 
long since vanished from the common reach. 
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But the small hours of the morning are slipping 
away ; we must construe our hieroglyphics 
without further palaver. The sleeper lies on 
his side, his left hand resting beside his face 
upon, the pillow. Were he to move it ever so 
little during our investigation, the history of 
years might be thrown into confusion. Never- 
theless we shall hope to touch on the more 
important parts, and occasionally to go into 
details. 

Concentrating our attention upon the central 
facet, its clear ray strikes the imagination, and 
forthwith transports us to a distant age and 
clime. The air is full of lazy warmth ; a full- 
fed river, glassing the hot blue sky, slides in 
long curves through a low-lying, illimitable 
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plain. The rich earth, green with mighty 
crops, everywhere exhales upward the quiver- 
ing heat of her breath. An indolent, dark- 
skinned race, turbaned and scantly clothed, 
move through the meadows, splash in the river, 

and rest beneath the palm trees, which meet in 
graceful clusters here and there, as if striving to 
get beneath one another's shadow. Dirty 
villages swarm and babble on the river^s brink. 

Were there leisure to listen, the diamond 
<^ould readily relate the whole history of this 
famous valley. For the stone was fashioned 
to its present shape while yet the thought that 
formed the pyramids was unborn, and while the 
limestone and granite whereof they are built, 
lay in their silent beds, dreaming, perchance, of 
airy days before the deluge, long ere the heated 
vapors stiffened into stone. Some great 
patriarch of early days, founder of a race called 
by his name, picked up this diamond in the 
southern desert, and gave it its present form, 
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perhaps breathing into it the marvellous gift 
which it retains to this day. Who was that 
primal man ? how sounded his voice ? were his 
eyes terrible or mild ? — Seems, as we speak, we 
glimpse his majestic figure, the grandeur of his 
face, his cloudlike beard ! 

He passed away, but the enchanted stone re- 
mained, and has sparkled along the splendid 
march of successive dynasties, and has reflected 
men and cities which to us are nameless, or but 
a half deciphered name. It has seen mystic 
ceremonies of Egyptian priests, and counts their 
boasted wisdom a twice-told tale. It has 
watched the unceasing toil of innumerable 
slaves, piling up through many ardent years the 
idle tombs of kings. It has beheld vast wind- 
ing lengths of processions darken and glitter 
across the plain, slowly devoured by the shin- 
ing city, or issuing from her gates like a mon- 
strous birth. 

But whither wander we ? we must confine 

I. B 
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Qur researches to a far later epoch than the 
Pharaohs'. Step aside, and let the old history 
sweep past, like the turbid and eddying current 
of the mysterious Nile: forbearing to launch 
oQr skiff earlier than at the beginning of the 
present century. 

The middle of June, Eighteen Hundred and 
Sixteen : the river is just beginning to rise, and 
the thirsty land spreads wide her lap to receive 
him. Some miles to the north slumbers Cairo 
in white heat, its outline jagged with minarets 
and bulbous domes. Southward the shaded 
Pyramids print their everlasting outlines 
against the tremulous distance ; old as they are, 
it seems as though a puff of the Khamsin might 
dissolve them away. Near at hand is a naked, 
noisy crowd of men and boys, plunging and 
swimming in the water, sitting and standing 
along the bank. They are watching and dis- 
cussing the slow approach up stream of a large 
boat with a broad lateen sail, and a strange 



OUT OF EGYPT. 1 9 

flag fluttering at the masthead. Rumor says 
that this boat contains a company of strangers 
from beyond the sea, — men who do not wear 
turbans, whose dress is close-fitting and covers 
them from head to foot, even the legs ! They 
come to learn wisdom and civilisation from the 
Pyramids, and amidst the ruins of Memphis. 

A hundred yard's below this shouting curious 
crowd, waist-deep in the Nile, stands a slender- 
limbed boy about ten years old. He belongs 
to a superior caste, and holds himself above the 
common rabble. Being perfectly naked, a care- 
less eye might, however, rank him with the 
rest, were it not for the talisman which he wears 
suspended to a fine gold chain round his neck ; 
a curiously-designed diamond ring, the inheri- 
tance from a long line of priestly ancestors. 
The boy's face is certainly full of intelligence, 
and the features are- finely moulded for so young 
a lad. 

He also is watching the upward progress of 
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the lateen sail; has heard, moreover, the report 
concerning those on board. He wonders where 
is the country from which they come ? is it the 
land the storks fly to, of which mother (before 
the plague carried both her and father to a still 
stranger land) used to tell such wonderful tales ? 
Does the world really extend far beyond the 
valley ? is the world all valley and river, with 
now and then hills, like those away up beyond 
Memphis? Are there other cities besides 
Cairo and that other of which he has heard but 
has not seen — Alexandria? Wonders why the 
strangers should dress in tight-fitting clothes, 
with leg-coverings, and without turbans! Would 
like to find out about all these things, about all 
things knowable besides these, if any there be. 
Would like to go back with the strangers to 
their country when they return, and so become 
the wisest and most powerful of his race — wiser 
even than those fabulously-learned priestly in- 
structors of his, who are so strict with him. 
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Perhaps he might find all his forefathers there, 
and his kind mother, who used to tell him 
stories ! 

Bah! how the sun blisters down on head and 
shoulders! will take a swim and a dive — a, short 
swim only, not far from shore ; for was not the 
priest telling of a boy caught by a great croco- 
dile, only a few days ago, and never seen since ? 
But there is no crocodile near to-day, and be- 
sides, will not his precious talisman keep him 
from all harm? 

The subtle Nile catches him softly in his 
cool arms, dandles him, kisses him, flatters him, 
wooes him imperceptibly onward. Now, he 
is far from shore, and the multitudinous feet of 
the current are hurrying him away. The slow 
moving boat is much nearer than it was a 
minute ago — seems to be rushing towards him, 
in spite of the laziness of the impelling breeze. 
The boy, as yet unconscious of his peril, now 
glances shorewards and sees the banks wheel 
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past The crowd of bathers is already far be- 
yond hearing, yet, frightened and weary, he 
wastes his remaining strength in fruitless shouts. 
Now the deceitful eddies, lately so soft and 
friendly, whirl him down in ruthless exultation. 
He will never reach the shore, good swimmer 
though he be. 

Hark! what plunged from the bank, — ^what 
black thing moves towards him across the 
water? The crocodile! coming with tears in 
eyes, and a long grin of serried teeth. Coming! — 
the ugly scaly head is always nearer and nearer. 
The boy screams, but who should hear him ? 
He feels whether the talisman be yet around 
his neck. He screams again, calling in half- 
delirium upon his dead mother. Meanwhile, 
the scaly snout is close upon him. . . . 

A many-voiced shout close at hand, a splash- 
ing of poles in the water, a rippling of eddies 
against the boat's bows ! As the boy drifts by, a 
blue-eyed, yellow-bearded viking swings himself 
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from the halyard, catches him, pulls him on 
board with a jerk and a shout — safe ! The long 
grin snaps together in vain behind him. The 
boy lies on the deck, a vision of people with 
leg-coverings and other oddities of costume 
swimming before his eyes: one of them sup- 
ports his head, and bends over him a round, 
good-natured, spectacled face. Above, a beau- 
tiful flag, striped and starred with white, blue, 
and red flaps indolently against the mast. — 

Precisely at this point the sleeper stirs his 
hand slightly, but enough to throw the record 
of several succeeding years into disorder. Here 
and there, however, we catch imperfect glimpses 
of the Egyptian l?.d, steadily growing up to be 
a tall young man. He dresses in European 
clothes, and lives and moves amid civilised sur^ 
roundings : Egypt, with her Pyramids, palms, 
and river, we see no more. The priest's son 
seems now immersed in studies ; he develops a 
genius for music and painting, and diligently 
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Stores his mind with other than Egyptian lore. 
With him, or never far away, we see a person 
considerably older than the student, good-na- 
tured, whimsical, round of head and face, and 
insignificant of feature. Towards him does the 
student observe the profoundest deference, bows 
before him, and addresses him as " Master 
Hiero," or " Master Glyphic." Master Hiero 
for his part calls the Egyptian " Manetho," — 
from which we might infer the latter's descent 
from the renowned historian of that name^ — ^but 
will not insist upon this genealogy. As for the 
studies, we fancy they tend towards theology ; 
the descendant of Egyptian priests is to become 
a Christian clergyman ! Nevertheless, he still 
wears his talismanic ring. Does he believe it 
saved him from the Crocodile ? does his Chris- 
tian enlightenment not set him free from such 
superstition ? 

So much we piece together from detached 
glimpses; but now, as the magic ray steadies 
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again, things become once more distinct. 
Judging from the style and appointments of 
Master Glyphic's house, he is a wealthy man 
and eccentric into the bargain. The building 
is full of strange incongruities and discords ; 
beauties in abundance, but ill-harmonised. One 
half the house is built to represent an Egyptian 
temple, and is enriched by many spoils from the 
Nile valley ; and here a secret chamber is set 
apart for Manetho, — its very existence is known 
to no one save Hiero and himself. He spends 
much of his time here, meditating and working 
amidst his books and papers, playing on his 
violin, or leaning idly back in his chair, 
watching the narrow strip of sunlight through 
the horizontal aperture high above his head, 
creep stealthily across the opposite wall. 

But these saintly and scholarly reveries are 
disturbed anon. Hiero Glyphic, though a con- 
firmed bachelor, has a half-sister, — a pale hand- 
some indolent young woman, with dark hair 
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and eyes, and a rather haughty manner. Helen 
appears, and thenceforward the household lives 
and breathes according to her languid bidding. 
Manetho emerges from his retirement and 
dances reverential attendance upon her. He is 
twenty-five years old now (Helen cannot be much 
less), tall, slender, and far from ill-looking, with 
his dark narrow eyes, wide brows, and tapering 
face. His manners are gentle, subdued, in- 
sinuating, and altogether he seems to please 
Helen; she condescends to him — more than 
condescends perhaps ! Meantime — alas ! there 
is a secret opposition in progress, embodied in 
the shapely person of the bright-eyed gypsey of 
a girl, whom her mistress, Helen, calls " Sa- 
lome.'* There is no question as to Salome's 
complete subjection to the attractions of the 
young embryo clergyman; she pursues him 
with eyes and lieart, and seeing him at Helen's 
side is miserably, dumbly jealous. 

How will this matter end ? Manetho's de- 
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votion to Helen seems unwavering, yet some- 
times it is' hard not to suspect a secret under- 
standing between him and Salome! He has 
ceased wearing his ring, and once we caught a 
diamond sparkle from beneath the thick folds of 
lace which cover Helen's bosom. But, on the 
other hand, we fear his arm has been round the 
gypsey's graceful waist; and she has learned 
the secret of the private chamber ! Is demure 
Manetho a flirt, or do his affections run counter 
to his ambition ? Helen would invest him with 
the riches of this world, but what should a 
clergyman care for such vanities ? — while 
Salome, to our thinking, is far the prettier, 
livelier, and more attractive woman of the two. 
Brother Hiero, whimsical and pre-occupied, 
sees nothing of what is going forward. He is 
an antiquary — an Egyptologist — and thereto 
his soul is wedded. He has no eyes nor ears 
for the loves of other people for one another ! 
Provoking ! the uneasy sleeper has moved 
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again, and disorganised beyond remedy the 
events of a whole year ! Judging from such 
fragments as reach us, it must have comprised 
a momentous epoch in our history. From the 
beginning a handsome stalwart man, with a 
great beard like a sheaf of straw, shoulders 
upon the scene, and thenceforth becomes 
inextricably mixed up with dark-eyed Helen. 
We recognise in him an old acquaintance ; he 
was aboard the lateen-sailed boat that went up 
the Nile : it was he who swung himself from the 
vessel's side, and pulled Manetho out of the 
jaws of death, — a circumstance, by the way, 
with which Manetho remained unacquainted 
until his dying day. With this new arrival, 
Helen's supremacy in the household ends. 
Thor — so they call him — involuntarily com- 
mands her, and so her subjects. Against him, 
the Reverend Manetho has not the ghost of a 
chance. To his credit is it that he conceals 
whatever emotions of disappointment or 
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jealousy he might be supposed to feel, and is 
no less winning towards Thor than towards the 
rest of the world. But is it possible that the 
talisman still hides in Helen's bosom ? Does 
the conflict which it symbolises beset her 
heart ? 

The enchanted mirror is still once more, and 
a curious scene is reflected from it. A large 
and lofty room, windowless, lit by flaring 
lamps, hung at intervals round the walls. The 
panels contain carvings, in bas-relief, of 
Egyptian emblems and devices ; columns sur- 
round the central space, their capitals carved 
with the lotos flower, their bases planted amidst 
papyrus leaves. A border of hieroglyphic 
inscription encircles the walls, just beneath the 
ceiling. In each comer of the room rests a red 
granite sarcophagus, and between each pair of 
pillars stands a mummy upright in its wooden 
case. At that end, the furthest from the low- 
browed doorway (guarded by two great figures 
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of Isis and Osiris, sitting impassive with hands 
on knees), is raised an altar of black marble, on 
which burns some incense : the perfumed smoke, 
wavering upwards, mingles with that of the 
lamps beneath the high ceiling. The prevail- 
ing colour of the place is ruddy Indian red, 
relieved by dark blue, and black ; while brighter 
tints show here and there. Blocks of polished 
stone form the floor, and dimly reflect the lights. 
In front of the altar stands a priestly figure — 
none other than Manetho, who must have taken 
orders — and joins in holy matrimony, yellow- 
bearded Thor and dark-haired Helen. Master 
Hiero, his round snub-nosed face red with fussy 
emotion, gives the bride away ; while Salome, 
dressed in white satin, and looking very pretty 
and lady-like, officiates as bridesmaid — such is 

her mistress's whim! She seems in even 

. * 

better spirits than the pale bride, and her black 
eyes scarcely wander from the minister's rapt 
countenance. 
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But, a few hours later, when bride and groom 
are gone, Salome (who, on some plausible pre- 
text of her own, has been allowed to remain 
with brother Hiero during the wedding tour) — 
Salome appears in the secret chamber where 
the Reverend Manetho sits with his head 
between his hands. We will not look too 
closely at this interview. There are words 
fierce and tender, tears and pleadings, feverish 
caresses, incoherent promises, distrustful bar- 
gains, — and it is late before they part. Salome 
passes through the great tomb-like hall, where 
all the lamps, save one, are burnt out, and the 
young minister remains to pursue his holy medi- 
tations alone. — 

We are too discreet to meddle with the 
honeymoon, but passing over some eight 
months, behold husband and wife returned to 
plume their wings before taking the final flight. 
Another strange scene attracts us here. 

The dusk of a summer evening. Helen, 
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with a more languid step and air than before 
marriage, saunters along a path through the 
trees, some distance from the house. She is 
clad in loose-flowing drapery, and has thrown a 
white shawl over her head and shoulders. 
Reaching a bench of rustic woodwork, she 
droops weariedly down upon it. 

Manetho comes out all at once and stands 
before her — seems to have darkened together 
from the shadow of the surrounding trees. 
Perhaps a little startled at his so abrupt appear- 
ance, she opens her eyes with an enquiring 
haughtiness ; but at the same time the light 
pressure of the enchanted ring against her 
bosom feels like a dull sting, and her heart 
beats uncomfortably. He begins to speak in 
his usual tone of softest deference ; he sits 
down by her ; and now she is paler, — glances 
anxiously up the path for her delaying 
husband, — and the hand that lifts her handker- 
chief to her lips, trembles a little. Is it at his 
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words ? or at their tone ? or at what she sees 
lurking behind his dusky eyes — curdling 
beneath his thin dark skin — quivering down to 
the tips of his slender fingers ? 

All in a moment he bursts forth — without 
warning — without restraint — the fire of the 
Egyptian sun boiling in his blood and blazing 
in his passion. He seizes her soft white 
wrist, — then her waist I presses against his her 
bosom — what a throbbing ! her cheek to his — 

how aghast ! He pours hot words in torrents 

into her ears — all that his fretting heart has 

hoarded up and brooded over for months and 

years I — all — sparing her not a thought — not a 

passionate word ! She tries to repel him — to 

escape — to scream for help ; but he looks down 

her eyes with his own, holds her fast, and she 

gasps for breath. So does the serpent coil 

about the dove, and stamps his image upon her 

bewildered brain. 

Verily, the Reverend Manetho has much 
I c 
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forgotten himself ! The issue might have been 
disastrous, had not Helen at a critical moment 
lost consciousness, and fallen a dead weight in 
his arms. He laid her gently on the bench, 
fumbled for a moment in the bosom of her 
dress, and drew forth the diamond ring. 
Just then is heard the solid step of Thor, 
striding and whistling down the path. Man- 
etho snaps the golden chain and vanishes 
with his talisman ; and he is the first 
to appear, full of sympathy and concern, 
when the distracted husband shouts for 
help. 

Next morning, two little struggling human 
beings are blinking and crying in a darkened 
room, and there is no mother to give them 
milk and cherish them in her bosom. The 
father sits, almost as cold and still as that form 
which was his wife. To the last, she had not 
spoken to him, or seemed to know him. He 
will never learn the truth ; Manetho comes and 
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goes, and reads the burial service, unsuspected 
and unpunished. But Salome follows him 
away from the grave, and some words pass 
between them. The man is no longer what he 
was. He turns suddenly upon her and strikes 
out with savage force; the diamond on his 
finger bites into the flesh of the gipsey's breast 
— she will carry the scar of that brutal blow as 
long as she lives. So he drove his only lover 
away, and looked upon her bright handsome 
face no more. 

Here Doctor Glyphic (or whoever this sleeping 
man may be) turns heavily upon his face, draw- 
ing his hand, with the blood-stained ring on its 
finger, out of sight. We are glad to leave him 
to his bad dreams ; the air oppresses us ; come ! 
'tis time to go. The eastern horizon bows 
before the sun, the air colours delicate pink, 
and the very tombstones in the graveyard 
blush for sympathy. The sparrows have been 
awake for an hour past ; and up aloft the clouds ; 
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which wander ceaselessly over the face of the 
earth, alighting only on lonely mountain tops, 
are tinted into rainbow-quarries by the glorious 
spectacle. 



III. 



A MAY MORNING. 

King Arthur, in his Bohemian days, carried 
an adamantine shield, the gift of some fairy 
relative ; not only was it impenetrable, but so 
intolerable was its lustre, it overthrew all foes 
before the lance's point could reach them. 
Observing this, the chivalric monarch had a 
cover made for it, which he never removed save 
in the face of superhuman odds. 

Here is an analogy. The imaginative reader 
may regard our enchanted facet mirror as too 
glaringly simple and direct a source of facts to 
suit the needs of a professed romance. Be 
there left — he would say — some room for fancy 
and even for conjecture : let the author seem 
occasionally to consult with his companion — 
gracefully to defer to his judgment Bare state- 
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ment — the parade of indisputable evidence — is 
well enough in law, but appears ungentle in a 
work of fiction. 

How just is this mild censure ! how gladly 
are its demands conceded I Let dogmatism 
retire, and blossom, flowers of fancy, on your 
yielding stems ! Henceforward the reader is 
our confidential counsellor. We will pretend 
that our means of information are no better 
than other writers'. We will uniformly revel 
in speculation, and dally with imaginative de- 
lights. And only when hard-pressed for the 
true path will we snatch off the veil, and let 
forth, for a moment, a redeeming ray. 

In this generous mood we pass through the 
partition between 27 and 29. In the matter of 
bedchambers — even hotel bedchambers — there 
can be great diversity. The one we were in 
just now was close and unwholesome, and wore 
an air of feverishness and disorder. Here, on 
the contrary, the air is fresh and brisk, for the 
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breeze from Boston harbour (slightly flavoured, 
it is true, by its journey across the northern 
part of the city) has been blowing into the room 
all night long. Here are trunks and carpet 
bags, well be-pasted with the names of foreign 
towns and countries, famous and infamous. One 
of the tfunks is a bathing-tub, fitted with a 
cover,- — an agreeable promise of refreshment 
amidst the dust and weariness of travel. A 
Russia-leather travelling-bag lies open on the 
table, disgorging an abundant armament of 
brushes and combs, and various toilet niceties. 
Mr Helwyse must be a dandy ! 

Cheek by jowl with the haversack lies a 
cylindrical case of the same kind of leather, 
with a strap attached to it, to sling over the 
shoulder. This perhaps contains a telescope. 
It would not be worth mentioning, save that 
our prophetic vision sees it coming into use 
by and by. Not to analyse too closely, every- 
thing in this room speaks of life, health, and 
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movement. In spite of smallness, bareness and 
angularity, it is fit for a May morning to enter 
in it, and expand to full-grown day. 

It is now about half-past four, and the crisp 
new sunshine, just above ground, has clambered 
over the window-sill, taken a flying leap across 
the narrow floor, and is chuckling full in the 
agreeable face asleep upon the pillow. The 
face — feeling the warmth, and conscious through 
its closed eyelids of the light, presently stretches 
its eyebrows : then blinks : and finally yawns — 
Ah-h ! — Thirty-two even white teeth in perfect 
order : a great red healthy tongue, and a round 
mellow roar, the parting remonstrance of the 
sleepy god, taking flight for the day. There- 
upon a voice, fetched from some profounder 
source than the back of the head : — 

" Stew-ard ! bring me my — Oh ! a land-lubber 

T I »» 

agam, am 1 ! 

Mr Balder Helwyse now sits up in bed, his 
hair and beard (which are amazingly long and 
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luxuriant, and will be treated at greater length 
hereafter) his hair and beard in the wildest con- 
fusion. He stares about him with a pair of 
well-opened dark eyes, which contrast strangely 
with his fair northern complexion. Next comes 
a spasmodic stretching of arms and legs, a 
whisking of bed-clothes, and the solid thump 
of two feet upon the floor. Another survey of 
the room, ending with a deep breathing-in of 
the fresh air, and an appreciative smacking of 
the lips. 

" O nose, eyes, ears, — all my godlike senses 
and faculties ! what a sensation is this of mother 
earth at sunrise. Better, seems to me, than 
ocean, beloved of my Scandinavian forefathers. 
Hear those birds ! look at those divine trees, — 
the tall moist grass growing round them ! By 
my head ! living is a glorious business. What, 
ho ! slave, empty me here yon bath-tub, and 
then ring the bell ! *' 

The slave (a handsome handy fellow, unusu- 
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ally docile, inseparable from his master, whose 
life-long bondsman he was, and so much like 
him in many ways — owing perhaps to the inti- 
macy always subsisting between the two — that 
he had more than once been confounded with 
him) — this obedient menial — 

No ! not even for a moment will we mislead 
our reader. Are we not sworn confidants ! 
What is he to think, then, of this abrupt intro- 
duction, unheralded, unexplained ! Be it at 
once confessed that Mr Helwyse travelled alone 
and unattended — that there was no slave or 
other person of any kind in the room — and that 
this high-sounding order of his was a mere 
ebullition of his peculiar humour. 

He was a philosopher, and was in the habit 
of making many of his tenets minister to his 
amusement, when in his more sportive and 
genial moods. Not to exhaust his characteristics 
too early, it need only be observed here, that 
he held body and soul to be distinct, and so far 
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antagonistic that one or other must be master ; 
furthermore, that the soul's was the more desir- 
able supremacy. Whether it were also invari- 
able and uncontested, there will be opportunity 
of finding out later. Meantime, this dual con- 
dition was productive of not a little harmless 
entertainment to Mr Helwyse, at times when 
persons less happily constituted would have be- 
come victims of listlessness. Be the conditions 
what they might, he was never without a com- 
panion whose ways he knew, and whom he was 
yet never weary of questioning and studying. 
No subject so dull that its different aspects, as 
viewed from soul and from body, would not 
give it piquancy. No question so trivial that 
its discussion on material and on spiritual 
grounds would not lend it importance. Nor 
was any enjoyment so keen, or sorrow so poig- 
nant, as not to be enhanced by the contrast of 
its physical with its spiritual phase. 

Awaking, therefore, on this May morning, 
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I 

and being in a charming humour, this young 
man chose to look upon himself as the pro- 

4 

prietor of a body-servant, and gave his orders 
with patrician imperiousness. The obedient 
menial then — to resume the thread — sprang at 
the throat of the tub-trunk, whipped off the lid, 
and discharged the contents upon the bed in a 
twinkling. This done, he stepped to the bell- 
rope, and lent it a vigorous jerk, soon answered 
by a brisk tapping at the door. 

" Please, sir, did you ring ? 

" Indeed, I did, my dear ! are you the pretty 
chambermaid ? " 

This bold venture is met by silence, modified 
only by a low delighted giggle. Presently — 
" Did you want anything, sir, please ? " 

"Ever so many things, my girl, — more than 
my life is long enough to tell ! First, though, 
I want to apologise to you for addressing you 
from behind a closed door; but circumstances 
which are neither to be explained nor overcome 
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forbid my opening it Next, two pails full of 
the best cold water at your earliest convenience. 
Quick now — there's a Hebe ! " 

" Very good, sir ! " giggles Hebe, retreating 
down the passage. 

It is to be supposed that it was the plebeian 
body-servant who carried on this unideal con- 
versation, and that the patrician soul had 
nothing to do with it. The ability to lay the 
burden of lapses from good taste and from 
other goods upon the shoulders of the flesh, is 
sometimes convenient and comforting. 

Balder Helwyse, master and man, turns 
away from the door, and in so doing, catches 
sight of a white-robed, hairy-headed spectre in 
the looking-glass, the phantom face of which 
at once expands in a genial expression of mirth ; 
an impalpable arm is stretched forth, and the 
mouth seems thus to speak : 

" Stick to your bath, my good fellow, and the 
evil things of this life shall not get hold of you ! 
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Water is like truth, — ^purifying, transparent, — 
tonic to those fouled and wearied with the dust 
and vanity of this transitional phenomenon 
called the world. Patronise it ! be thy acquaint- 
ance with it constant and familiar ! Remember, 
my dear Balder, that this slave of thine is the 
medium through which something better than 
he (thyself namely), is filtered to the world, and 
the world to thee. Go to then ! if the filter be 
foul, shall not that which is filtered become 
unclean also ? " 

Here the rhetorical phantom was interrupted 
by the sound of a very good violin, touched 
with unusual skill, in the next room. The 
phantom vanished, but Mr Helwyse seated 
himself softly upon the bed, listening with full 
enjoyment to every note, his very toes seeming 
to partake of his appreciation. Music is the 
mysterious power which makes body and soul 
— master and man — thrill as one string. The 
musician played several bars, beautiful in them- 
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selves but unconnected, and ever and anon 
there sounded a discordant note, like a smirch 
upon a fair picture. The execution, however, 
showed a master hand, and the themes betrayed 
the soul of a true musician, albeit tainted with 
some subtle deformity. 

" Heard him last night, and fell asleep dream- 
ing of a man with the brain of a devil and an 
angel's heart ! Will drop in on him presently 
and have him down to breakfast. If young, 
shall be our brother — so long as there's any- 
thing in him. If — as I partly suspect — old, 
and a father — marry his daughter. But no — 
such a fiddler as he cannot be married, unless 
unhappily." Mr Helwyse runs his hands 
dreamily through his tangled mane, and shakes 
it back. If philosophical, he seems also to be 
romantic and imaginative, and impressionable 
by other personalities. It is unfair, to be sure, 
to judge a man from the testimony of such 
unconsidered words as he may let fall during 
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the first half hour after waking up in the morn- 
ing : otherwise we should infer that though he 
might take a genuine interest in whomever he 
meets, it would be too analytical to last long, 
except where the vein was a very rich one. 
He would pick the kernel out of the nut, but, 
that done, would feel no sentimental interest in 
the shell. Too much of this ; and yet who can 
help drawing conclusions (and not always 
incorrectly) from the first sight and sound of a 
new acquaintance ? 

There is a knock at the door, and Mr 
Helwyse calls out, " hullo ? Ah ! the cold 
water, emblem of truth. Thank you, Hebe ! 
and scamper away as fast as you can, for* Vm 
going to open the door ! " 

We also will retire, fastidious reader, and 
employ the leisure interval in packing an 
imaginary portmanteau for a short journey. 
The main business during the next few days is 
with Mr Helwyse, and since there will be no 
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telling what becomes of him after that, he must 
be followed up pretty closely. A few days 
does not seem much for getting a satisfactory 
knowledge of a man ; nevertheless an hour 
rightly used may be ample. If he will continue 
his habit of thinking aloud, will affect situations 
tending to bring out his leading traits of char- 
acter ; if we may intrude upon him, note-book 
in hand, in all his moods and crises ; — with all 
this in addition to discretionary use of the 
magic mirror — it will be our own fault if Mr 
Helwyse be not turned inside out ! Properly 
speaking, there is no mystery about men, but 
only a great dullness and lethargy in our percep- 
tions of them. The secret of the universe is no 
more a secret than is the answer to a school-boy's 
problem. A mathematician will draw you a tri- 
angle and a circle, and show you the trigonometri- 
cal science latent therein. Butaprofoundermathe- 
matician would do as much with the equation man! 
While Mr Helwyse is still lingering over the 

I. D 
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elaboration of his toilet, his neighbour, the 
fiddler, whom he had meant to ask to breakfast, 
comes out of his room, violin-box in hand, and 
is off down stairs. An odd-looking figure ! 
those stylish clothes become him as little as 
they would a long-limbed angular Egyptian 
statue. Fashion is in some men an eccentricity, 
or rather a violence done to their essential selves. 
A born fop would have looked as little at home in 
a toga and sandals, as did this swarthy musician, 
doctor, priest, or whatever he was, in his fashion- 
able costume. Then why did he wear it ? 

There are other things to be followed up 
before attending to that question. But the 
man is gone, and Balder Helwyse has missed 
the opportunity of making his acquaintance. 
Had he been an hour earlier — had any one of 
us for that matter been an hour earlier or later ! 
who can tell how the destinies of the world 
would be affected ? Luckily for our peace of 
mind the hypothesis involves an impossibility. 



IV. 



A BRAHMAN. 

Whoever has been in Boston remembers or 
has seen the old Beacon Hill Bank, which 
stood — not on Beacon Hill indeed — but in that 
part of School Street now occupied by the great 
City Hall. You passed down by the dirty 
old church on the north-east corner of School 
and Tremont Streets, which stands trying to 
hide its ugly face behind a row of columns like 
sooty fingers, and whose School Street side is 
quite bare and has the distracted appearance 
peculiar to buildings erected on an incline : — 
passing this, you came in sight of the Bank, a 
darksome respectable edifice of brick, two-and- 
a-half stories high and gambrel-roofed. It 
stood a little back from the street, much as an 
antiquated aristocrat might withdraw himself 
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frooi the stream of modern life and bncy him- 
self exclusive. The poor old Bank ! Its re- 
spectable brick walls have contributed a few 
rubbt^ heaps to the new land in Back-bay, per- 
haps'; and its floors and gambrel-roc^ have long^ 
since vanished up somebody*s chimney; only 
its money — its baser part, — still survives and 
circulates ! Aristocracy and exdusivism do not 
pay now. 

The Bank, perhaps^ took its tide from the 
fact that it owed its chief support to the old 
Beacon Hill families — Boston's aristocracy: 
and Boston's standard names appeared on its 
list of managers. If business led you that 
way, you mounted the well-worn steps and en- 
tered the rather strict and formal door, over 
which clung the weather-worn sign — ^faded gold 
lettering on a rusty black back-ground. No- 
thing that met your eyes looked new, although 
everything was scrupulously neat. Opposite 
the doorway a flight of wooden stairs mounted 






A BRAHMAN. 53 

to the next floor, where were the musty offices 
of some old Puritan lawyers. Leaving the 
stairs on your left, you passed down a dusky 
passage, and through a glass door : when be- 
hold! the banking-room with its four grave 
bald-headed clerks. But you came not to draw 
or deposit, your business was with the Presi- 
dent. " Mr MacGentle in ? " " That way, 
sir." You opened a door with " Private '' 
painted in black letters upon the ground-glass 
panel. Another bald-headed gentleman, with a 
grim determination about the mouth, rose up 
from his table and barred your way. This was 
Mr Dyke, the breakwater against which the 
waves of would-be intruders into the inner se- 
clusion, often broke themselves in vain; unless 
you had a genuine pass, your expedition ended 
there. 

Our pass (for we, too, are to call on Mr Mac- 
Gentle) would carry us through solider obstruc- 
tions than Mr Dyke; it is the pass of imagina- 
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tion. He does not so much as raise his head as 
we brush by him. 

But first let us inquire who (besides President 
of the Beacon Hill Bank) this Mr MacGentle 
is. He is a man of cultivation and refinement, 
a scholar and a reader : he has travelled, and it 
is said can handle a pen to better purpose than 
the signing bank-notes. In his earlier years he 
studied Law, and gained a certain degree of dis- 
tinction in the profession ; although (owing per- 
haps to his having entered it with too ideal and 
high-strung views as to its nature arid scope) he 
never met with what is vulgarly called success. 
Luckily for the ideal barrister, an ample pri- 
vate estate made him independent of profes- 
sional earnings. Later in life he trod the con- 
fines of politics, still, however, enveloping him- 
self in that theoretical, unpractical atmosphere 
which was his most marked, and to some peo- 
ple most incomprehensible characteristic. A 
certain mild halo of statesmanship ever after 
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invested him; not that he had at any time 
actually borne a share in the government of the 
nation, but it was understood that he might have 
done so had he so chosen, or had his political 
principles been tough and elastic enough to en- 
dure the wear and strain of action. As it was, 
some of the most renowned men in the Senate 
were known to have been his intimates at Col- 
lege, and he still met and conversed with them 
on terms of equality. 

Between law, literature and statesmanship, in 
all which pursuits he had acquired respect and 
goodwill without actually accomplishing any- 
thing, — Mr MacGentle seated himself, no one 
knew exactly why, in the presidential chair of 
the Beacon Hill Bank. No sooner was he 
there than everybody saw that there he be- 
longed. His social position, his culture, his 
honourable, albeit intangible, record, suited the 
old Bank well. He had an air of subdued wis- 
dom, and people were fond of appealing to his 
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judgment and asking his advice — perhaps be- 
cause he never seemed to expect them to follow 
it when given (as indeed they seldom did). 
The Board of Directors looked up to him, de- 
ferred to him, nay, believed him to be as neces- 
sary to the Bank's existence as the entire aggre- 
gate of its supporters. But neither the Board 
nor, what was more remarkable, the President 
himself, ever dreamed of adopting Mr MacGen- 
tle's financial theories, in the conduct of the 
banking business. 

Let no one hastily infer that the accomplished 
gentleman of whom we speak was in any sense 
a sham. No one could be more true to himself 
and to his professions. But, if we may hazard 
a conjecture, he never breathed the air that 
other men breathed; another sun than ours 
shone for him ; the world that answered to his 
senses was not our world. His life, in short, 
was not human life, yet, so closely like it that 
the two might be said to correspond as a face 
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to its reflection in the mirror : actual contact 
being in both cases alike impossible. No doubt 
the world and he knew of the barrier between 
them, though neither said so. The former, 
with its usual happy temperament, was little 
affected by the separation, smiled good-natured- 
ly upon the latter^ and never troubled itself 
about the difficulties in the way of shaking 
hands. But Mr MacGentle, being only a 
single individual, perhaps felt lonely and sad. 
Either he was a ghost, or the world was. In 
youth he may have believed himself to be the 
only real flesh and blood ; but in later years 
the terrible weight of the world's majority 
against him forced him to the opposite conclu- 
sion. And here at last were he and the world 
at one! 

Suppose, instead of listening to a description 
of this good old gentleman's person, we take a 
look at him with our own eys ? There is no 
danger of disturbing him, however busy he may 
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be. The inner retreat is very small, and as 
neat as though an old maid lived in it The 
furniture looks as good as new, but is subdued 
to a tone of sober maturity, and chimes in so 
well with the general effect that one scarcely 
notices it. The polished table is mounted in 
dark morocco; behind the horse-hair-covered 
arm-chair is a grey marble mantel-piece, over- 
shadowing an open grate with polished bars and 
fire utensils in the English style. During the 
winter months a lump of Cannel coal is always 
burning there ; but the flame, even on the coldest 
days, is too much on its good behaviour to give 
out a very decided heat Over the mantel- 
piece hangs a crayon copy of Correggio's Read- 
ing Magdalene, the only touch of sentiment in 
the room, and that perhaps accidental ! 

The concrete nature of the President's sur- 
roundings is at first perplexing, in view of our 
theory about his character. But it must be 
evident that the world could never provide him 
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with furniture corresponding to the texture of 
his mind ; and hence he would instinctively lay 
hold of whatever was most common-place and 
non-committal. If he could realise nothing 

outside himself, he might at least remove what- 
ever would distract him from inward contempla- 
tion. There is, however, one article in this little 
room which we must not omit to notice. It is a 
looking-glass, and it hangs — of all places in the 
world — right over Mr MacGentle's standing 
desk, in the embrasure of the window. As 
often as he looks up he beholds the reflection of 
his cultured and sad-lined physiognomy, with a 
glimpse of dusky wall beyond. Is he a vain 
man } His worst enemy (had he one) would 
not call him that. Nevertheless, Mr Mac- 
Gentle takes a pathetic comfort in this small 
mirror. No one, not even himself, could tell 
wherefore ; but we fancy it to be like that an 
exile feels in seeing a picture of his birth-place, 
or hearing a strain of his native music. The 
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mirror shows him something more real, to his 
sense, than is anything outside of it ! 

And there stands the old gentleman writing 
at this desk in the window. All men, it has 
been said, bear more or less resemblance to 
some animal : Mr MacGentle, tall and rather 
slender, with a slight stoop, and a black broad- 
cloth frock-coat buttoned closely round his 
waist,— brings to mind a refined grandfatherly 
greyhound upon its hind legs. He has thick 
white hair, with a gentle curl in it, growing all 
over his finely-moulded head. He is close- 
shaven ; his mouth and nose are chiselled with 
great delicacy ; his eyes, now somewhat faded, 
yet show an occasional reminiscence of youthful 
fire. The eyebrows are habitually lifted — a 
result possibly of the growing infirmity of Mr 
MacGentle s vision ; but it produces an expression 
of half-plaintive resignation, which is rendered 
pathetic by the wrinkles across the forehead and 
the dejected lines about the delicate mouth. 
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He IS dressed with faultless nicety and 
elegance, though in a fashion now out of date. 
Perhaps, in graceful recognition of the advance 
of age, he has adhered to the style in vogue 
when age first began to weigh upon his 
shoulders. He gazes mildly out from the 
embrasure of an upright collar and tall stock ; 
below spreads a wide expanse of spotless shirt- 
front. His trousers are always grey, except in 
the height of summer, when they become snowy 
white. They are uniformly too long, yet he 
never dispenses with straps, nor with the 
gaiters that crown his gentlemanly shoes. 

Although not a stimulating companion, one 
loves to be where Amos MacGentle is, — to 
watch his quiet movements and listen to his 
meditative talk. What he says often bears the 
stamp of thought and intellectual capacity, 
and at first, strikes the listener as rare good 
sense. Yet, if reconsidered afterwards, or 
applied to the practical tests of life, his wisdom 
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IS apt to fall mysteriously short! Is Mr Mac- 
Gentle aware of this curious fact ? There is 
sometimes a sadly humorous curving of the 
lips and glimmering in the eyes, after he has 
uttered something especially profound, which 
almost warrants the supposition. The lack of 
accord between the old gentleman and the world 
has become to him, at last, a grave sort of jest I 
But we might continue forever touching the 
elusive chords of Mr MacGentle's being; one 
cannot help loving him, or if he be not real 
enough to love, bestowing upon him such 
affection as is inspired by some gentle 
symphony. Unfortunately, he figures but little 
in the coming pages, and in no active part ; 
such, indeed, were unsuited to him. But it is 
pleasant to have passed through his retired 
little office on our way to scenes less quiet and 
subdued ; and we would gladly look forward to 
seeing him once more, wheh the heat of the 
day is over and the sun has gone down. 



V. 



A NEW MAN WITH AN OLD FACE. 

About an hour before noon on this same 2 7th 
of May, Mr Dyke heard a voice in the outer 
room. He had held his position as confidential 
clerk in the house for nearly, or quite twenty- 
five years, was blessed with a sound memory, 
and was fond of saying that he never forgot a 
face or a voice. So, as this voice from the 
outer room reached his ears, he turned up one 
eye towards the door, and muttered, 
" Heard that before, somewhere 1 " 
The ground-glass panel darkened, and the 
door was thrown wide open. Upon the 
threshold stood a young man, about six feet in 
height, of figure more graceful and harmonious 
than massive. A black velveteen jacket fitted 
closely to his shape ; he wore a Tyrolese hat ; 
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his boots, of fine pliant leather, reached above 
the knee. He carried a stout cane with a 
handle of chamois horn : to a couple of straps 
crossing each shoulder, were attached a travel- 
ling-bag and a telescope case. 

But neither his attire, nor the unusual size 
and dark brilliancy of his eyes, was so notice- 
able as his hair and beard, which outgrew the 
bounds of ordinary experience. Beards, to be 
sure, were far more rare twenty years ago than 
they have since become. The hair was yellow, 
with the true hyacinthine curl pervading it. 
Rejoicing in luxuriant might, it clothed and 
reclothed the head, and descending lower, 
tumbled itself in bold masses on the young 
man's shoulders. As for the beard, it was 
well in keeping; of a purer yellow than the 
hair, it twisted down in crisp vigorous waves 
below the point marked by mankind's third 
shirt-stud. It was riiore than half as broad as 
it was long, and lay to the right and left from 
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the centre-line of the face. The owner of this 

oriflamme resembled a young Scandinavian god. 

There seems to be a deeper significance in 

hair than meets the eye ! Sons of Esau, whose 

beards grow high up on their cheek bones — who 

are hairy down to their ankles, and to the second 

joints of their fingers, — are generally men of a 

kindly and charitable nature, strong in what wc 

call the human element. You remember 

their stout hand-grip ; they look frankly in your 

face ; and the heart is apt to go out to them, 

more spontaneously than to the smooth-faced 

Jacobs. Such a man was Samson, whose hair 

was his strength — the strength of inborn truth 

and goodness, whereby he was enabled to 

smite the lying Philistines. And though once 

by their sophistries they managed to get the 

better of him for a while, they forgot that good 

inborn is too vigorous a matter for any mere 

razor finally to subdue. See, again, what a 

great beard Saint Paul had, and what an 

I. E 
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outspoken vigorous heart ! Was it from freak 
that Greeks and Easterns reverenced beards as 
symbols of manhood, dignity, and wisdom ? or 
that Christian fathers thundered against the 
barber as a violater of divine law ? No one 
surely could accuse that handy, oily, easy little 
personage of evil intent ; but he symbolised the 
subtle principle which pares away the natural 
virtue of man, and substitutes an artificial 
polish which is hypocrisy ! It is to be observed, 
however, that hair can be representative of 
natural evil as well as of good. A tangle- 
headed bushranger does not win our 
sympathies. A Mussulman keeps his beard 
religiously clean. 

Meanwhile the yellow-haired Scandinavian, 
whom we have already laid under the imputa- 
tion of being a dandy, stood on the threshold 
of Mr Dyke's office, and that gentleman con- 
fronted him with a singularly inquisitive stare. 
The visitor's face was a striking one, but can 
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be described at present only in general terms. 
He might not be called handsome, yet a very 
handsome man would be apt to appear insig- 
nificant beside him. His features showed 
strength, and were at the same time cleanly and 
finely cut. There was freedom in the arch of 
his eyebrows, and plenty of eyeroom beneath 
them. 

He took off his hat to Mr Dyke, and smiled 
upon him with artless superiority, insomuch 
that the elderly clerk's sixty years were discon- 
certed, and the cerberus seemed to dwindle 
into the bumpkin ! This young fellow, a good 
deal less than half Mr Dyke's age, was yet a 
far older man of the world than he. Not that 
his appearance suggested the kind of maturity 
which results from abnormal or distorted de- 
velopment ; on the contrary, he was thoroughly 
genial and healthful. But that power and 
assurance of eye and lip, generally bought only 
at the price of many years buffetings given and 
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taken, were here wedded to the first flush and 
vigour of young manhood. 

" My name is Helwyse ; I have come from 
Europe to see Mr Amos MacGentle ," said the 
visitor courteously. 

« Helwyse— Hel— ! " repeated Mr Dyke, 
having seemingly quite forgotten himself. His 
customary manner to strangers implied that he 
knew, better than they did, who they were, and 
what they wanted ; and that wh^t he knew was 
not much to their credit. But he could only 
open his mouth and stare at this Helwyse. 

** Mr MacGende is an old friend ; run in and 
tell him Fm here, and you will see." The 
young man put his hand kindly on the elderly 
clerk's shoulder, much as though the latter were 
a gaping schoolboy, and directed him gently 
towards the inner door. 

Mr Dyke recovered his voice by an effort, 
though still lacking complete self-command. 
" I beg your pardon, Mr Helwyse, Sir, — pf 
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course, of course — it didn't seem possible — so 
long, you know — but I remembered the voice, 
and the face, and the name — I never forget — 
but, by George \ Sir, can you really be ? " 

" I see you have a good memory ; you're 
Dyke, aren't you ? " and Helwyse threw back 
his head and laughed, at the clerk's bewildered 
face perhaps. At all events, the latter laughed 
too, and they both shook hands cordially. 

" Beg pardon again, Mr Helwyse, Sir — will 
speak to the President," said the subdued 
breakwater, and stepped into the sanctuary of 
sanctuaries. 

Mr MacGentle was taking a nap. He was 
seventy years old, and dropped asleep easily. 
When he slept, however lightly and briefly, he 
was pretty ^sure to dream ; and, if awakened 
suddenly, his dream would often prolong itself 
and mingle with passing events, which would 
themselves put on the semblance of unreality. 
On the present occasion, the sound of Helwyse's 
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voice had probably crept through the door and 
insinuated itself into his dreaming brain. 

Mr Dyke was too much flustered to remark 
the President's condition. Putting his mouth 
close to the old gentleman's ear, he said in an 
emphatic and penetrating undertone — 
' " Here's your old friend Helwyse, who died 
in Europe two years ago, come back again, 
younger than ever ! " 

If the confidential clerk expected his supe- 
rior to echo his own bewilderment, he was 
disappointed. Amos MacGentle unclosed 
his eyes, looked up, and answered rather 
peevishly, — 

"What nonsense are you talking about his 
dying in Europe, Mr Dyke i He hasn't been 
in Europe these six years. I was expecting 
him ! Let him enter at once." 

But he was already there ; and Mr Dyke 
stepped out with consternation written upon 
his solid features. Mr MacGentle found him- 
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self with his thin old hand in the young man s 
warm grasp. 

" Helwyse, how do you do ? — how do you do ? 
Ah ! you look as well as ever. I was just 
thinking about you. Sit down — sit down 1 " 

The old President's voice had a strain of 
melancholy in it, partly the result of chronic 
asthma, and partly, no doubt of a melancholic 
temperament. This strain being constant, had 
sometimes a curiously incongruous effect as 
contrasted with the subject or circumstances in 
hand. Whether hailing the dawn of the mil- 
lennium, holding playful converse with a child, 
making an address to the Board, — under what- 
ever rhetorical conditions, Mr MacGentle's in- 
tonation was always pitched in the same mur- 
murous and somewhat plaintive key. Moreover, 
a corresponding immobility of facial expression 
had grown upon him, so that altogether, though 
he was the most sympathetic and sensitive of 
men, a superficial observer might take him to 
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be lacking in the common feelings and impulses 
of humanity. 

Perhaps the incongruity alluded to had not 
altogether escaped his own notice, and since 
discord of any kind pained him, he had mended 
the matter as best he could, by surrendering 
himself entirely to his mournful voice ! — allow- 
ing it to master his gestures, choice of language, 
almost his thoughts. The result was a colour- 
lessness of manner which did great injustice to 
the gentle and delicate soul behind. 

This conjecture might explain why Mr Mac- 
Gentle (instead of falling upon his friend's neck 
and shedding tears of welcome there) only 
uttered a few commonplace sentences, and then 
drooped back in his chair. But how to account 
for his remark about having expected the arrival 
of a friend who, it would appear, had been two 
years dead ? Helwyse may himself have been 
puzzled by this : or, being a quick-witted young 
man, he may have divined its explanation. He 
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looked at his entertainer with critical sympathy, 
not untinged with humour. 

" I hope you are as well as I am ! " said he. 

" A little tired this morning, I believe. I 
never was so strong a man as you, Helwyse. 
I think I must have passed a bad night. I 
remember dreaming I was an old man— an old 
man with white hair, Helwyse ! " 

" Were you glad to wake up again ?" asked 
the young man, meeting the elder's faded eyes. 

" I hardly know whether Tm quite awake 
yet. And, after all, Thor, Tm not sure that I 
don't wish the dream might have been true. 
Were I really an old man, what a long lonely 
future I should escape ! But as it is — as it is — ." 

He relapsed into revery. Ah ! Amos Mac- 
Gentle, are you again the tall and graceful 
youth, full of romance and fire, who. once 
roamed the world in quest of adventures, with 
your trusty friend, Thor Helwyse, the yellow- 
bearded Scandinavian ? Do you fancy this fresh 
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unwrinkled face a mate to your own ? And is 
It but the vision of a restless night — this long- 
drawn life of dull routine and gradual disap- 
pointment and decay ? Open those dim eyes 
of yours, good Sir ! stir those thin old legs ! 
inflate that sunken chest ! Ha ! is that cough 
imaginary ? those trembling muscles — ^are they 
a delusion ? is that misty glance only a momen- 
tary weakness ? There is no youth left in you, 
Mr MacGentle — not so much as would keep a 
rose in bloom for an hour ! 

" Have you seen Doctor Glyphic lately ? " 
enquired Balder Helwyse, after a pause. 

" Hiero ? do you know I was thinking of 
him too just now — of our first meeting with 
him in the African desert ? You remember ! a 
couple of Bedouins were carrying him off — 
they had captured him on his way to some 
apocryphal ruin among the sand heaps. What 
a grand moment was that when you caught the 
sheik round the throat with your umbrella-han- 
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die, and pulled him off his horse ! and then we 
mounted poor Glyphic upon it, mummied cat 
and all, and away over the hot sand ! What a 
day was that! What a day was that! " 

The speaker's eyes had kindled: for a mo- 
ment one saw the far flat desert, the struggling 
knot of men and horses, the stampede of the 
three across the plain, and the high sun flaming 
inextinguishable laughter over all. And it had 
happened nigh forty years ago! 

'* He never forgot that service," resumed Mr 
MacGentle, his customary plaintive manner re- 
turning. " To that, and to your saving that 
Egyptian lad, Manetho, you owe your wife, 
Helen. ... ah ! forgive me — I had forgotten 
— she is dead — she is dead ! " 

" I never could understand," remarked Hel- 
wyse, aiming to lead the conversation away from 
gloomy topics, " why the Doctor made so much 
of Manetho." 

" That was only a phase of the Egyptian 
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mania that possessed him, and began, you 
know, with his changing his name from Henry 
to Hiero ; and has gone on, until now, I suppose 
he actually believes himself to be some old in- 
scription, containing precious secrets not to be 
found elsewhere. Before the adventure with 
the boy, I remember, he had formed the idea 
■ of building a miniature Egypt in New Jersey : 
and Manetho served well as the living human 
element in it. * Though I take him to America/ 
you know he said, * he shall still live in Egj^'pt ! 
He shall have a temple and an altar and I sis 
and Orisis, and papyri, and palm-trees, and — a 
crocodile : and when he dies I will embalm him 
like a Pharaoh ! ' * But what if you die first ? ' 
said one of us. * Then he shall embalm me ! * 
cried Hiero, * and I will be the first American 
mummy! 

Mr MacGentle seemed to find a dreamy en- 
joyment in working this vein of reminiscence. 
He sat back in his low arm-chair, his unsub- 
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stantial face turned meditatively towards the 
Magdalene, his hands brought together to sup- 
port his delicate chin. Helwyse, apprehending 
that the vein might at last bring the dreamer 
down to the present day, encouraged him to 
follow it. 

"It must have been a disappointment to the 
Doctor that his proteg6 took up the Christian 
religion, instead of following the faith and rites 
of his Egyptian ancestors for the last five 
thousand years!" 

" Why, perhaps it was, Thor, perhaps it was!" 
murmured Mr MacGentle. " But Manetho 
never entered the pulpit, you know ; it would 
not have been to his interest to do so; besides 
that I fancy he is really devoted to Glyphic, 
believing that it was he who saved him from 
the crocodile. People are all the time making 
such absurd mistakes I Manetho is a man who 
would be unalterable either in gratitude or in 
enmity — although his external manner is so mild. 
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And as to his taking orders — why, so long as 
he wore an Egj^ptian robe, and said his prayers 
in an Egj'ptian temple, it would be all the same 
to Glyphic what religion the man professed/* 

" Doctor Glyphic is still alive, then ? " 

The old man looked at the young one with 
an air half-perplexed, half-apprehensive, as if 
scenting the far approach of some undefined 
difficulty. He passed his white hand across 
his forehead. 

" Ever)i:hing seems out of joint to-day, Hel- 
wyse. Nothing looks or seems natural — ex- 
cept you ! What is the matter with me — what 
is the matter with me ? ** 

Helwyse sat with both hands twisted in his 
mighty beard, and one booted 1^ thrown across 
the other. He was full of sympathy at the 
spectacle of poor Amos MacGentle, blindly 
groping after the phantom of a flower whose 
bloom and fragrance had vanished so terribly 
long ago : and yet, for some reason or other, he 
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could hardly forbear a smile. Anything utterly 
out of place (as Mr MacGentle was just now) is 
no more pathetic than absurd ; moreover, young 
men are always secretly inclined to laugh at old 
ones ! 

" Why should not Glyphic be alive ?" continued 
Mr MacGentle. *' Why not he, as well as you 
or I ? Are we not all about an age?" 

Helwyse drew his chair close to his com- 
panion's, and took his hand, as if it had been a 
young girl's. 

" My dear friend," said he, " you said you 
felt tired this morning, but you forget how far 
youVe travelled since we last met Doctor 
Glyphic, if he be living now, must be more than 
sixty years old ! Your dream of old age was 
such as many have dreamed before, and not 
awakened from in this world!" 

" Let me thi;ik — let me think ! " said the old 
man ; and Helwyse drawing back there ensued 
a silence, varied only by a long and tremulous 



8o IDOLATRY. 

Sigh from his companion ; whether of relief or 
dejection the visitor could not decide. But 
when Mr MacGentle spoke again, it was with 
more assurance. Either from mortification at 
his illusion, or more probably from imperfect 
perception of it, he made no reference to what 
had passed. Old age possesses a kind of 
composure, arising from dulled sensibilities, 
which the most self-possessed youth can never 
rival. 

** We heard, through the London branch of 
our house, that Thor Helwyse died some two 
years ago." 

" Drowned in the Baltic Sea! I am his son 
Balder." 

"He was my friend," observed the old man, 
simply : but the tone he used was a magnet to 
attract the son's heart. " You look very much 
like him, only his eyes were ,blue, and yours, as 
I now see, are dark ; but you might be mistaken 
for him.*' 
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" I sometimes have been !" rejoined Balder, 
with a half-smile. 

"And you are his son: you are most wel- 
come ! " continued the other, with old-fashioned 
courtesy. " Forgive me if I have — if anything 
has occurred to annoy you. I am a very old 
man, Mr Balder, so old that I believe I some- 
times forget how old I am! And Thor is dead 
— drowned, you say ? " 

" The Baltic Sea, you know, has been the 
grave of many of our forefathers. I think my 
father was glad to follow them. I never 
saw him in better spirits than during that 
gale. We were bound to England from 
Denmark." 

" Helen's death saddened him — I know — I 
know! He never was the same after that. 
But how — how did ? " 

"He would keep the deck, though the helms- 
man had to be lashed to the wheel. I think 
he never cared to see land again ; but he was 

I. F 
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full of spirits and life. He said this was 
weather for a viking. 

" We were standing by the main-mast, hold- 
ing on by a belaying-pin. The sea came over 
the side and struck him overboard. I went 
after him. Another wave brought me back — 
but not my father ! I was knocked senseless, 
and when I came to, it was too late." 

Helwyses voice, towards the end of this 
story, became husky; and Mr MacGentle's 
eyes, as he listened, grew dimmer than ever. 

" Ah ! — I shall not die so," said he. *' I 
shall die away gradually, like a breeze that has 
been blowing this way and that all day, and 
falls at sunset no one knows how. Thor died 
as became him, — and I shall die as becomes 
me — as becomes me ! " And so, indeed, he 
did, a few years later; but not unknown nor 
uncared for. 

Balder Helwyse was a philosopher no doubt ; 
but it was no part of his wisdom to be 
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indifferent to unstrained sympathy. He went 
on to speak further of his own concerns— a 
thing he was little used to do. 

It appeared that from the time he first 
crossed the Atlantic — being then about four 
years old — up to the time he had left Europe a 
few weeks ago, he had been journeying to and 
fro over the eastern hemisphere. His father 
(who as well as himself, was American by birth) 
was the descendant of a Danish family of high 
station and antiquity, and inherited the restless 
spirit of his ancestors. In the course of his 
early wanderings, he had fallen in with Mac- 
Gentle, who, though somewhat older than 
Helwyse, was still a young man : and later, 
these two had encountered Hiero Glyphic. 
About fifteen years after this it was that Thor 
appeared at Glyphic's house in New Jersey, 
and was welcomed by that singular man as a 
brother ; and here he fell in love with Glyphic's 
sister, Helen, and married her. With her, he 
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received a respectable fortune, which the 
addition of his own made ample, and it was 
understood that at Glyphic's death, Thor or his 
heirs would inherit the bulk of the estate left 
by him. 

So Thor, being then in the first prime of life, 
was prepared to settle down and become 
domestic. But the sudden death of his wife, 
and the subsequent loss of one of the children 
she had borne him, drove him once more 
abroad, with his baby-son, never again to take 
root or to return. And here Raider's story, as 
told by him, began. He seemed to have 
matured very early, and to have taken hold of 
knowledge in all its branches like a Titan. 
The precise age at which he had learned all 
that the European schools could teach him, it 
is not necessary to specify ; since it is more 
with the nature of his mind than with the list of 
his accomplishments, that we shall have to do. 
It might be possible, by tracing his connection 
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I 

with French, English, or German philosophers, 
to make shrewd guesses at the quality of his 
own creed ; but this will perhaps reveal itself 
less diffidently under other tests. 

The latter four or five years of his life Balder 
had spent in acquiring such culture as schools 
could not give him. Where he went, what he 
did and saw, we shall not exercise our power 
categorically to reveal : remarking merely that 
his means and social rank left him free to go 
both as high and as low as he pleased : to dine 
with English dukes or with Russian serfs. 
But a fine chastity inherent to his northern 
blood had (whatever were his moral convic- 
tions) kept him from the mire ; and the sudden 
death of his father had given him a graver turn 
than was normal to his years. Meanwhile, the 
financial crash which at this time so largely 
affected Europe, swallowed almost the whole of 
Balder's fortune; and with the residue (about 
a thousand pounds sterling), and a potential 
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independence, in the shape of a learned profes- 
sion, in his head, — he sailed for Boston. 

" I knew you were my Uncle Hiero's 
bankers," he added, "and I supposed you 
would be able to tell me about him. He is my 
only living relative." 

" Why, as to that, I believe it is a long time 
since the bank has had anything to do with his 
concerns," returned the venerable president, 
abstractedly gazing at Balder's high boots. 
" But rU ask Mr Dyke. He remembers every- 
thing ! " 

That gentleman (who had not passed an easy 
moment since Mr Helwyse's arrival) was now 
called in, and his suspense regarding the 
mysterious visitor soon relieved. In respect to 
Doctor Glyphic's affair, he was ready and 
explicit. 

" No dollar of his money has been through 
our hands since winter of 1835-6, Mr Helwyse, 
Sir: winter following your respected fathers 
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departure for foreign parts," stated Mr Dyke, 
straightening his mouth and planting his fist 
on his hip. 

" Hm — hm ! " murmured the president, stand- 
ing thin and bent before the empty fire-place, a 
coat-tail over each arm. 

"You have heard nothing of him since 
then ? " 

"Nothing, Mr Helwyse, Sir! Reverend 
Manetho Glyphic — understood to be the 
Doctor's adopted son — came here and effected 
the transfer, — under authority, of course, of his 
foster-father's signature. Where the property 
is at this moment, how invested, with what 
returns — neither the President nor I can inform 
you. Sir ! " 

" Hm — hm ! " was again President Mac- 
Gentle's remark. It was a favourite comment 
of his upon business topics. 

"It is possible I may be a very wealthy 
man ! " said Balder, when Mr Dyke had made 
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his resolute bow and departed. "But I really 
hope my unde is alive. It would be a loss not 
to have known so eccentric a man. I have a 
miniature of him which I have often studied, so 
that I shall know him when we meet Can he 
be married, do you think ? " 

"Why, no, Balder — no, I should hardly 
think so ! " answered Mr MacGende, who, at 
the departure of his confidential clerk, had 
relapsed into his unofficial manner and position. 
" By the way, do you contemplate that step ? " 

"It is said to be an impediment to great 
enterprises. I could learn little by domestic 
life that I could not learn better otherwise." 

" Hm — we couldn't do without woman, you 
know ! " 

" If I could marry Woman I would do it ! " 
said the young man unblushingly. " But a 
single crumb from that great loaf would be of 



no use to me/' 



" Ah, you haven't learned to appreciate 
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women'! You never knew your mother, Balder, 
and your sister was lost before she was old 
enough to be anything to you. By the way, I 
have always cherished a hope that she might yet 
be found. Perhaps she may — perhaps she may ! " 

Balder looked perplexed, till thinking the 
old gentleman might be referring to a reunion 
in a future state, he said, 

" You believe that people recognise one an- 
other in the next world, Mr MacGentle ? " 

" Perhaps — perhaps ; but why not in this 
world as well ? " murmured the other in reply : 
and Balder, suspecting a return of absent-mind- 
edness, yielded the point. He had grown up 
in the belief that his twin sister had died in her 
infancy ; but his venerable friend appeared to 
be under a different impression. 

" I shall go to New York and try to find my 
uncle, or some trace of him," he said. " If Tm 
unsuccessful, I mean to come back to Boston, 
and settle as a physician." 
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" What IS your specialty ? " 

" Tm an eye doctor ; the Boston people are 
not all clear-eyed, I hope ? " 

" Not all — I should say, not all ! perhaps you 
may be able to help me, to begin with," said Mr 
MacGentle with a gleam of melancholy humour. 
*• I will ask Mr Dyke about the chances for a 
practice — he knows everything. And, Balder," 
he added, when the young man rose to go, 
" let me hear from you and see you again some- 
times, whatever accident may happen to you in 
the way of fortune. Tm rather a lonely old 
man — a lonely old man, Balder ! " 

" ril be here again very soon, unless I get 
married, or commit a murder, or some such 
enormity," rejoined Helwyse, his long moustache 
curving to his smile. They shook hands — the 
vigorous young god of the sun, and the faded 
old wraith of Brahmanism, with a friendly look 
into each other s eyes. 



VI. 



THE VAGARIES OF HEL WYSE. 

Balder Helwyse was a man full of natural and 
healthy instincts, not afraid to laugh uproariously 
when so inclined, nor apt to counterfeit so much 
as a smile, only because a smile would look 
well. What showed a rarer audacity, he had 
more than once dared to weep ! To crush 
down real emotions formed, in short, no part of 
his ideal of a man. Not belonging to the Little- 
pot-soon-hot family, he had perhaps never found 
occasion to go beyond the control of his temper, 
and blind rage he would in no wise allow him- 
self; but he delighted in antagonisms, and 
though it came not within his rules to hate any 
man, he was inclined to cultivate an enemy, as 
more likely to be instructive than some friends. 
His love of actual battle was intense ; he had 
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punched heads with many a hard-fisted English 
schoolboy ; high up on his forehead he bore 
the scar of a German Schlaeger ; and later, in 
Paris, he had deliberately invaded the suscep- 
tibilities of a French journalist, had followed 
him to the field of honour, and been there run 
through the body with a small-sword, to the 
satisfaction of both parties He was confined 
to his bed for a while, but his overflowing 
spirits healed the wound to the admiration of 
his doctors. 

These examples of self-indulgence have been 
touched upon only by way of preparing the 
gentle reader for a yet more serious shock. 
Helwyse was a disciple of Brillat-Savarin — in 
one word, a gourmand ! His appetite never 
failed him, and he knew how wisely to direct it. 
He never ate a careless or thoughtless meal, be 
its elements simple as they might. He knew, 
and was loved by the foremost cooks Jail over 
Europe. Never did he allow coarseness or 
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intemperance to mar the refinement of his 
palate. 

" Man," he was accustomed to say, " is but a 
stomach, and the cook is the pope of stomachs, 
in whose church are no respectable heretics. 
Our happiness lies in his saucepan — at the 
mercy of his spit ! Eating is the appropri- 
ation to our needs of the good and truth of life 
as existing in material manifestation : the cook 
is the high-priest of that symbolic ceremony ! 
I, and kings with me, bow before him ! But 
his is a responsibihty beneath which Atlas 
might stagger : he before all men must be 
honest, warm-hearted, quick of sympathy, full 
of compassion towards his race. Let him re- 
joice, for the world extols him for its well-being ! 
yet tremble ! lest upon his head fall the curse 
of the world s misery ! " 

This speech was always received with ap- 
plause, the peroration being delivered with a 
vast controlled emphasis of eye and voice : and 
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it was followed by the drinking of the cook's 
health. " The generous virtues," Mr Helwyse 
would then go on to say, " arise from the culti- 
vation of the stomach. Out of man's very 
earthliness springs the flower of his spiritual 
virtue. We affect to despise the flesh, as vile 
and unworthy. What then is flesh made of? 
of nothing ? — let who can prove that ! No, it 
is made of spirit — of the divine everlasting sub- 
stance ! it is the wall which holds heaven in 
place ! If there be anything vile in it, it is of 
the Devil's infusion, and enters not into the 
argument ! " 

A man who had expressed such views as 
these at the most renowned tables of France 
and England, was not likely to forget his prin- 
ciples in the United States. Accordingly, he 
arose early, as we have seen, on the morning 
after his -arrival, and compelled an astonished 
waiter to marshal him to the kitchen and intro- 
duce him to the cook- The cook of the Granite 
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Hotel at that time was a round, red-lipped 
Italian, — an artist and enthusiast ; but his 
temper had been much tried by lack of appre- 
ciation : and, although his salary was good, he 
contemplated throwing it over, abandoning the 
Yankee nation to its fate, and seeking some 
more congenial field. Balder (who, when the 
mood was on him, could wield a tongue as per- 
suasive as Richard the Third's) talked to this 
man, and in seven minutes won his whole heart. 
The immediate result was a delectable break- 
fast ; but the sequel was a triumph indeed ! It 
seems that the aesthetic Italian had for several 
days been watching over a brace of plump 
truffled partridges ; this day had they reached 
perfection, and were to have been eaten by no 
less a person than the cook himself. These 
cherished birds did he now actually offer to 
make over to his eloquent and sympathetic 
acquaintance. Balder was deeply moved, and 
accepted the gift on one condition, that the 
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donor should share the feast I " When a man 
serves me up his own heart — truffled, too, he 
must help me eat it ! " said he with emotion. 
The condition imposed was, after a faint resist- 
ance, agreed to : the other episodes of the Bill- 
of-fare were decided upon, and the Italian and 
the Scandinavian were to dine together that 
afternoon. 

It still lacked something of the dinner-hour 
when Mr Helwyse came out through the dark 
passage-way of the Beacon Hill Bank, and 
paused for a few moments on the threshold, 
looking up and down the street Against the 
dark back-ground he made a handsome picture, 
tall, gallant, unique ! The May sunshine, fall- 
ing athwart the face of the gloomy old build- 
ing,* was glad to light up the waves of his beard 
and hair, and to cast the shadow of his hat-brim 
over his forehead and eyes. The picture stays 
just long enough to fix itself in the memory, 
and then the young man goes lightly down the 
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worn steps, and is lost along the crowded 
street Such as he is now, we shall not see 
him standing in that dark frame again ! 

Wherever he went Balder Helwyse was sure 
to be stared at, but to this he was admirably in- 
different. He never thought of speculating 
about what people thought of Mr Helwyse. 
But to his own approval, something not lightly 
to be had, he was by no means indifferent. 
Towards mankind at large he showed a kindly 
but irreverent charity, excusing their imperfec- 
tion not so much from a divine principle of love, 
as from scepticism as to man's sufficient motive 
or faculty to do well. Of himself, however, he 
was a blunt and sarcastic critic, perhaps because 
he expected more from that source than from 
the rest of the world, and fancied that himself 
only had ability to be his censor ! 

Should the Christian reader regard this men- 
tal attitude as unsound, far be it from us to de- 
fend it! It must, nevertheless, be admitted 

I. G 
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that whoever feels the strong stirring of power 
in his head and hands, will learn its limits from 
no purely subjective source. The lesson must 
begin from without, and the only argument will 
be a deadly struggle. Until then, self-esteem, 
however veiled beneath the garb of self-criticism, 
cannot but increase. And if the man have had 
wisdom and strength to abstain from vulgar 
self-pollution, Satan must entrust his spear to 
no half-fledged devil, but grasp it in his own 
hand and join battle in his own person. 

Undismayed by this fact, Helwyse reached 
Washington Street and followed its westerly 
meanderings, meaning to spend part of the in- 
terval before dinner in exploring Boston. He 
walked with an easy sideways-swaying of the 
shoulders, whisking his cane, and smiling to 
himself as he recalled the points of his inter- 
view with the President 

"Just the thing — to make MacGentle tute- 
lary divinity of so elusive a matter as money ! 
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wonder whether the Directors ever thought of 
that ? For all his unreality, though, he has 
something more real in him than the heaviest 
Director on the Board! 

" How composedly he took me for my father! 

■ 

and when he discovered his mistake, how com- 
posedly he welcomed me in my own person ! 
Was that the extreme of senility ? or was it a 
subtle assertion of the fact that he who keeps in 
the vanguard of the age, in a certain sense con- 
tains his father — the past — within himself : and 
is a distinct person chiefly by virtue of that con- 
taining power ? 

" Why didn't I ask him more about my fos- 
ter-cousin, Manetho? Egyptians are more 
astute than affectionate. Would he cleave to 
my poor uncle during these last eighteen years, 
merely for love ? Why did he transfer that 
property so soon after we sailed ? Ten to one 
he has in his own hands the future as well as 
the present disposal of Doctor Hiero Glyphic's 
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fortune ! The old gentleman has had time to 
make a hundred wills since the one he showed 
my father twenty years ago! 

" Well, and what is that to you ? Ah! Balder 
Helwyse, you lazy impostor, you are pining 
for Egyptian flesh-pots. Don't tell me about 
civility to relatives and study of human nature ! 
You are as bad as you accuse your poor cousin 
of being — ^who may be dead or pastor of a small 
parish, for all you know. And every school- 
girl can pratde of the educational uses of 
poverty and of having to make one's living. 
I have a mind to take your thousand pounds 
sterling out of your pocket and throw them in 
Charles River — ^and then begin at the begin- 
ning. By the time I'd learnt what poverty 
can teach, it would be over — or I am no 
true man! Only they who are ashamed of 
themselves or afraid of other people need start 
rich." 

Nevertheless, he could not do otherwise than 
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hunt up the only relative he had in America. 
Subsequent events did not convict him of being 
a mere egotist swayed only by the current of 
base success. He did not despise prosperity, 
but he cared yet more to find out truth about 
things and men. This is not the story of a for- 
tune-hunter: not, at all events, of a hunter of 
such fortunes as are made and lost now-a-days. 
But when one half a man detects unworthy mo- 
tives in the other half, the situation is embarras- 
sing. He acts most wisely, perhaps, who drops 
discussion, and lets the balance of good and 
evil at the given moment decide. Our com- 
pound life makes many compromises, whereby 
our progress, whether heavenward or hellward, 
is made slow — and sure. 

Here, or hereabouts. Balder lost his way. 
When thinking hard, he was beside himself; he 
strode, and tossed his beard, and shouldered in- 
offensive people aside, and drew his brows to- 
gether, or smiled. Then, by-and-by, he would 
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awake to realities and find himself he knew not 
where. 

This time it was in an unsavoury back street; 
some dirty children were playing in the gutters, 
and a tall, rather flashily-dressed man was walk- 
ing along some distance ahead, carrying some- 
thing in one hand. Helwyse at first mended 
his pace to Overtake the fellow, and ask the way 
to the hotel. But he presently changed his 
purpose, his attention being drawn to the oddity 
of' the other's behaviour. 

The man was evidently one of those who 
live much alone, and so contract unconscious 
habits, against which society offers the only safe- 
guard. He was absorbed in some imaginary 
dialogue: and so imperfectly could his fleshly 
veil conceal his mental processes, that he ges- 
ticulated everything that passed through his 
mind. These gestures, th6ugh perfectly ap- 
parent to a steady observer, were so far kept 
within bounds as not to get more than momen- 
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tary notice from the passers-by, who, indeed, 
found metal more attractive to their gaze in 
Helwyse. 

Now did the man draw his head back and 
spread out his arms, as in surprise or repudia- 
tion ; now his shoulders rose high in depreca- 
tion or disclaimer. Now his forefinger cun- 
ningly sought the side of his nose ; now his fist 
shook in an imaginary' face. At times, he would 
stretch out a pleading arm and neck ; the next 
moment he was an inflexible tyrant spurning a 
suppliant. Again, he would break into a sound- 
less chuckle ; then, raising his hand to his fore- 
head, seemed overcome with despair and anguish. 
Occasionally he would walk some distance 
quite passively, only glancing furtively about 
him ; but soon he would forget himself again, 
and the dialogue would begin anew. 

Balder watched the man curiously, but with- 
out seeming to perceive the rather grisly simili- 
tude between the latter*s vagaries and his own. 
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"What an ugly thing the inside of this 
person seems to be ! " he said " But then, 
whose thoughts and emotions would not render 
him a laughing-stock, could they be seen ? If 
everyone looked to his fellow as he really is, or 
even as he seems to himself — ^mankind would 
fly asunder, and think the stars hiding-places 
not remote enough ! How many men in the 
world could walk from one end of the street 
they live in to the other, talking and acting 
their inmost thoughts all the way, — ^and retain 
a bit of anybody's respect or love afterwards ? 
No wonder heaven is pure, if our spiritual 
bodies are only thoughts and feelings ! and a 
hell where each devil beheld his fellow's 
deformity outwardly manifested, would be hell 
indeed ! 

" But that cannot be ! Angels may behold 
their own loveliness, because doing so makes 
them lovelier ; but no devil could know his own 
vileness and live They think their hideous- 
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ness charming, and when the darkness is 
thickest around them, they believe themselves 
most firmly to be in heaven. But the light of 
heaven would indeed be darkness to them, for a 
ray of it would strike them blind ! " 

Helwyse was over-fond of moralising, and 
shall not be quoted, save when to do so may 
seem to serve an ulterior purpose. 

" I would like to have the story that fellow is 
so exercised about," muttered his pursuer. 
" How do I know it doesn't concern me ? 
That violin box is very much in his way : shall 
I offer to carry it for him, and in return, hear 
his story? If the music soothes his soul as 
much as the box moderates his gestures — ." 

Here the man abruptly turned into a door- 
way, and was gone. On coming up, Helwyse 
found that the doorway led in through a pair 
of green folding-doors to some place unseen. 
The house had an air of villainous respecta- 
bility — 2L gambling-house air, or worse! Hel- 
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wyse paused but for a moment, and then 
walked on : and thus, sagacious reader, the 
meeting was, for the second time, put off! 

When he reached his hotel, he had only 
half-an-hour in which to dress for dinner ; but 
he prepared himself faultlessly, chanting a sort of 
hymn to appetite the while. ** Hunger," quoth 
he, " is mightiest of magicians : breeds hope, 
energy, brains : prompts to love and friendship. 
Hunger gives day and night their meaning, and 
causes the pulse of time to beat : creates society, 
industry, and rank. Hunger moves man to 
join in the work of creation — to harmonise him- 
self with the music of the universe — to feel 
ambition, joy, and sorrow. Hunger unites 
man to nature in the ever-recurring inspiration 
to food, followed by the ever-alternating ecstasy 
of digestion. Morning tunes his heart to joy, 
for the benison of breakfast awaits him. The 

m 

sun scales heaven to light him to his noonday 
meal; evening wooes him supperwards, and 
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night brings timely sleep to waft him to another 
dawn ! Eating is earth's first law, and heaven 
itself could not subsist without it ! " 

So Balder Helwyse and the cook feasted 
gloriously that afternoon in the back pantry, 
and they solemnly installed the partridges 
among the constellations ! 



VII. 

A QUARREL. 

That same afternoon Mr MacGentle put his 
head into the outer office, and said, 

" Mr Dyke, could I speak with you a mo- 
ment?" 

Mr Dyke scraped back his chair and went in, 
with his polished bald head and square face and 
figure — a block of common sense. He was 
more common-sensible than usual that after- 
noon, because he had so strangely forgotten 
himself in the morning. Mr MacGentle was 
in his usual position for talking with his con- 
fidential clerk — standing with his back to 
the fireplace and his coat-tails over his arms ; 
experience had taught him that this attitude 
was better adapted than any other to sustain 
the crushing weight of Mr Dyke's sense. To 



A QUARREL. lOQ 

have conversed with him in a sitting position 
would have been to lose breath and vitality 
before the end of five minutes. 

" Mr Helwyse has thoughts of settling in Bos- 
ton to practice his profession," began the Presi- 
dent, gently. " I told him you would be likely 
to know what the chances are." 

" Profession is — what?*' demanded Mr Dyke, 
settling his fist on his hip. 

" Oh — doctor — physician — eye-doctor, he 
said, I think." 

" Eye-doctor? Well, there's Dr. Schlemm 
won't last the winter ; may drop any day. Just 
the thing for Mr Helwyse — Dr Helwyse." And 
the subject being discussed at some length be- 
tween the gentlemen, took on a promising 
aspect. His house was picked out for the new 
incumbent, his earnings calculated, his success 
foretold. Two characters so diverse as were 
the President and his clerk, united, it seems, 
in liking the young physician. 
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" Married?" asked Mr Dyke, after a pause. 

" Why, no — no: and he doesn't seem inclined 
to marry. But he is quite young; perhaps he 
may later on in life, Mr Dyke." 

The elderly clerk straightened his mouth. 
"Matter of taste, and policy! Gives solidity, 
position; and is an expense and a responsi- 
bility." Mr Dyke was himself well known to 
be the husband of an idolised wife and the 
father of a despotic family. 

"He never had the advantage of woman's 
influence in his childhood, you know. His poor 
mother died in giving him and his sister birth ; 
and his sister was lost, stolen away, two or 
three years later. He does not appreciate 
woman at her true value," murmured Mac- 
Gentle. 

"Stolen away? His sister died in infancy, 
so / understood, sir," said the clerk, whose ver- 
sions of past events were apt to differ from the 
President's. 
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But the President, perhaps because he was 
conscious that his memory was treacherous re- 
garding things of recent occurrence, was abnor- 
mally sensitive as to the correctness of his more 
distant reminiscences. 

" Oh no, she was stolen — stolen by her nurse 
just before Thor Helwyse went to Europe, I 
think," said he. 

" Beg your pardon, sir!" said Mr Dyke, with 
an iron smile. " Died ; burnt to death in her 
first year; yes, sir!" 

" Mr Dyke," rejoined MacGentle dignifiedly, 
lifting his chin high above his stock, " I have 
myself seen the little girl, then in her third 
year, pulling her brother s hair on the nursery 
floor. She was dark-eyed, a very lovely child. 
As to the burning, I now recollect that when 
the house in Brooklyn took fire, the child was 
in danger, but was rescued unharmed by the 

nurse, who herself received very severe in- 

• • » 
juries. 
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Mr Dyke heaved a long deliberate sigh, and 
allowed his eyes to wander slowly round the 
room, before replying, 

" You are not a family man, Mr MacGentle, 
sir. Don't blame you, sir. Your memory, per- 
haps — but no matter. — The nurse who stole the 
child was, I presume, the same who rescued her 
from the fire?'' 

Mr Dyke had perhaps intended to give a 
delicately ironical emphasis to this question, but 
his irony was much like himself, a very unwieldy 
and unmistakable affair. The truth was, he 

« 

was a little staggered by the President's cir- 
cumstantial statement, whence his deliberation, 
and his not entirely pertinent rejoinder about 
** a family man." 

" And why not the same, sir? I ask you, 
why not the same?" demanded Mr MacGentle, 
with slender imperiousness. 

But by this time Mr Dyke had thought of a 
new argument. 
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" The little girl, I understood you to say, 
was dark? Since she was the twin-sister of 
one of Mr Balder Helwyse's complexion, 
that is odd, Mr MacGentle, odd, sir." 
And the solid family-man fixed his sharp 
brown eyes full upon the unsubstantial ba- 
chelon The latter's delicate nostrils expan- 
ded, and a pink flush rose to his faded 
cheeks. He was now as haughty and superb 
as a Paladin. 

" I will discuss business subjects with my 

subordinates, Mr Dyke; not others, if you 

please. This dispute was not begun by me. 

Let it be carried no further, sir. Twins are 

not necessarily, nor invariably, of the same 

complexion. Let nothing more be said, Mr 

Dyke. I trust the little girl may yet be found 

and restored to her family — to — to her brother. 

I trust she may yet be found, sir!" and he 

glared at Mr Dyke aggressively. 

" I trust you may live to see it, Mr MacGen- 
1. H 
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tie, Sir!" retorted the confidential clerk, shifting 
his ground in a truly masterly manner ; and be- 
fore the President could recover, he had bowed 
and gone out. Ten minutes afterwards, Mac- 
Gentle opened the door, and lo! Dyke himself 
on the threshold. 

" Mr Dyke!" 

" Mr MacGentle!" in the same breath. 

" I — Mr Dyke, let me apologise for my 
asperity — for my rudeness," ' says MacGentle, 
holding out his thin white hand, his eyebrows 
more raised, the comers of his mouth more de- 
pressed than ever. " I am sincerely sorry that — 
that—" 

" O sir ! " exclaims the square clerk, grasping 
the thin hand in both his square palms. " O 
sir ! — O sir ! — no, no ! — no, no ! I was just com- 
ing to beg you — my fault, my fault, Mr Mac- 
Gentle, sir ! — no, no ! " 

Thus incoherently ended the quarrel between 
these old friends, the dispute being left unde- 
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cided. But the important point was estab- 
lished that, in case his uncle's fortune failed 
to enrich him, Balder was insured a practice in 
Boston. 



VIII. 

A COLLISION IMMINENT. 

A LARGE handsome steamer was the " Empire 
State," of the line which ran between Newport 
and New York. She was painted white, had 
walking-beam engines, and ornamented paddle- 
boxes, and had been known to run nearly 
twenty knots in an hour. On the evening of 
the 27th of May, in the year of which we write, 
she left her Newport dock as usual, with a full 
complement of passengers. On getting out of 
the harbour, she steamed into a bank of solid 
fog, and only got out of it next morning just 
before passing Hellgate, at the head of East 
River, New York. On the passage down 
Long Island Sound, she met with an accident. 
She ran into the schooner " Resurrection," 
which was lying becalmed across her course. 
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carrying away most of the schooner^s bowsprit, 
but doing no serious damage. This, however, 
was not the worst- On arriving in New York, 
it was found that one of the passengers was 
missing! He had fallen overboard during the 
night, — possibly at the moment of the collision. 

Balder Helwyse was on board. After dining 
with the cook, and smoking a real Havana cigar 
(probably the first real one he had ever been 
blessed withal), he put a package of the same 
brand in his haversack, bade his entertainer — 
who solemnly engaged to remain in Boston for 
Mr Helwyse's sole sake, — ^bade his fellow convi- 
vialist good-by, and took the train to Newport, 
and from there, " The Empire State " for New 
York. 

The darkness was the most impenetrable 
the young man had ever seen ; Long Island 
Sound was like a pocket ! The passengers — 
those who did not go to their staterooms at 
once, — sat in the cabin reading, or dozing on 
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the chairs and sofas. A few men stayed out 
on deck for an hour or two, smoking ; but at 
length they too went in. The darkness was 
appalling. The officer oh the bridge blew the 
steam-fog- whistle, every few moments, and kept 
his lanterns hung out : but they must have been 
invisible at sixty yards. 

Helwyse kept the deck alone. Apparently 
he meant to smoke his whole bundle of cigars 
before turning in. Up and down he paced, 
Napoleon-like in his high boots, until finally 
he was brought to a stand by the blind night- 
wall, which no man can either scale or circum- 
vent Then he leaned on the railing and looked 
against the darkness. Not a light to be seen, 
%* in heaven or on earth ! The water below whis- 
pered and swirled past, torn to soft fragments 
by the gigantic paddle-wheel. H el wyse's beard 
was wet, and his hands sticky with the salt mist. 

Ever and anon sounded the fog-whistle, 
hoarsely, as though the fog had got in its throat ; 
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and the pale glare of a lantern, fastened aloft 
somewhere, lit up the white issuing steam for a 
moment. There was no wind ; one was con- 
scious of motion, but all sense of direction and 
position — save to the steersman — was lost. 
Helwyse could see the red end of the cigar, 
and very cosey and comfortable it looked ; but 
he could see nothing else. 

It is said that staid and respectable people, 
when thoroughly steeped in night, will some- 
times break out in wild grimaces and outlandish 
gesticulations ! It is certainly the time when 
unlawful thoughts and words come to men most 
readily and naturally. Night brings forth many 
things which daylight starts from. The real 
power of darkness lies ngt in merely baffling 
the eyesight, but in creating the feeling of dark- 
ness in the soul. The chains of light are 
broken, and we can almost believe our internal 
night to be as impenetrable to God's eye, as the 
external, to our own ! — 
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By and by, Helwyse thought he would find 
some snug place and sit down. The cabin of 
of the " Empire State " was built on the main 
deck, abaft the funnel, like a long low house. 
Between the stern end of this house and the 
taffrail, was a small space, thickly grown with 
camp-stools. Thither Helwyse groped his 
way, got hold of a couple of the camp-stools, 
and arranged himself comfortably with his back 
against the cabin wall. The waves bubbled 
invisibly in the wake beneath. After sitting 
for a while in the dense blackness, Helwyse 
began to feel as though his whole physical self 
was shrivelled into a single atom, careering 
blindly through infinite space ! 

After all, and really, was he anything more ? 
If he chose to think not, what logic could con- 
vince him of the contrary ? Visible creation, 
as any child could tell him, was an illusion — 
was not what it seemed to be. But this darkness 
was no illusion ! why then was it not the only 
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reality? and he but an atom charged with a 
vital power of so-called senses, which generally 
deceived him, but sometimes — as now, — let him 
glimpse the truth ? The fancy, absurd as it 
was, had its attraction for the time being. This 
great living, staring world of men and things is 
a terrible weight to lug upon one's back. But 
if man be an invisible atom — what a vast wild 
boundless freedom is his! Infinite space is 
wide enough to cut any caper in, and no one 
the wiser. 

One would like to converse with a man who 
had been born and had lived in solitude and 
darkness. What original views he would have 
about himself and life! Would he think him- 
self an abstract intelligence, out of space and 
time ! What a riddle his physical sensations 
would be to him ! Or, suppose him to meet 
with another being brought up in the same way : 
— how they would mystify each other ! Would 
they learn to feel shame, love, hate ? or do the 
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passions grow only in sunshine ? Would they 
ever laugh ? Would they hatch plots against 
each other, lie, deceive ? Would they have 
secrets from each other ? 

But, fantasy aside, take a supposable case 
Suppose two sinners of oiu" daylight world to 
meet for the first time, mutually unknown, on a 
night like this. Invisibles-only audible — how 
might they plunge profound into most naked 
intimacy — read aloud to each other their deepest 
heart-secrets ! Would the confession lighten 
their souls, or make them twice as heavy as 
before ? — Then, the next morning, they might 
meet and pass, unrecognising and unrecognised. 
But would the knot binding them to each other 
be any the less real, because neither knew to 
whom he was tied ? Some day, in the midst 
of friends, in the brightest glare of the sunshine, 
— the tone of a voice would strike them pale 
and cold ! — 

Somewhat after this fashion, perhaps, did 
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Helwyse commune with himself. He liked to 
follow the whim of the moment whither it 
would lead him. He was romantic — it was one 
of his agreeablest traits, because spontaneous : 
and he indulged it the more as being confident 
that he had too much solid ballast in the hold 
to be in danger of oversetting. To-night, at 
this point of his mental ramble, he discovered 
that his cigar was gone out. Had he been 
thinking aloud ? He believed not — and yet 
there was no telling : he often did so, uncon- 
sciously. Were it so, and were any one listen- 
ing, — that person had him decidedly at advan- 
tage ! 

What had put it into his head that some one 
might be listening ? It may have come by 
pure accident — if there be such a thing. The 
idea returned, stealing over his mind like a 
chilling breath. What if some one had all 
along been close at hand, with eyes fixed 
upon him ! — Helwyse found himself sitting 
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perfectly still, holding his breath to listen. 
There was no disguising it — ^he felt uneasy. 
He wished his cigar had not gone out. On 
second thoughts, he wished there had been no 
cigar at all ; because if any one were near, the 
cigar must have pointed out the smoker's pre- 
cise position. The uneasiness did not lessen, 
but grew more defined. 

It was like the sensation felt when pointed at 
by a human finger, or persistently stared at. 
Was there, indeed, any one near ? No sound 
or movement gave answer, but the odd sensa- 
tion continued. Helwyse fancied he could now 
tell whence it came, — it was from the left, and 
not far away. He peered earnestly thither- 
ward, but his eyes only swallowed blackness. 

Was not this carrying a whim to a foolish 
length ? If he thought he had a companion, 
why not speak and end the doubt ? But the 
dense silence, darkness, uncertainty, made 
common-sense seem out of place. The whole 
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black fog, the sea, the earth itself, seemed to be 
pressing down his will ! The longer he delayed 
the weaker he grew. 

A slight shifting of his position caused him 
all at once to encounter the eyes of the unseen 
presence with his own ! The stout-nerved 
young fellow was startled to the very heart. 
Was the unseen presence startled also ? At 
all events, the shock found Balder Helwyse his 
tongue, seldom before tied up without his 
consent ! 

" I hope I'm not disturbing your solitude ? 
You are not a noisy neighbour, sir ! " 

So flat fell the words on the blank darkness, 
it seemed as if there could never be a reply. 
Nevertheless, a reply came. 

" You must come much nearer me than you 
are, to disturb my solitude. It does not consist 
in being without a companion." 

The quality of this* voice of darkness was 
peculiar. It sounded old, yet of an age that 
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had not out-lived the devil of youth. Probably 
the invisibility of the speaker enhanced its 
effect With most of the elements of pleasing 
it was nevertheless repulsive. It was soft, 
fluent, polished,T— but savage licence was not 
far off, hard-held by a slender leash : an under- 
lying suggestion of harsh discordance. The 
utterance, though somewhat rapid was carefully 
distinct. 

Helwyse had the gift of familiarity — of that 
rare kind of familiarity which does not degene- 
rate into contempt. But there was an incon- 
gruity about this person, hard to assimilate. In 
a couple of not very original sentences, he had 
wrought upon his listener an effect of depraved 
intellectual power, strangely combined with art- 
less simplicity — an unspeakably distasteful con- 
junction ! Imagination, freed from the check of 
the senses, easily becomes grotesque ; and Hel- 
wyse, unable to see his companion, had no 
difficulty in picturing him as a grisly monster, 
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having a satanic head set upon the ingenuous 
shoulders of a child. And what was Helwyse 
himself ? No longer surely the gravely humour- 
ous moraliser? the laws of harmony forbid! 
He likewise is a monster, — ^say (since grotesque- 
ness is the fashion) the heart of Lucifer burning 
beneath the cool brain of a Grecian sage. The 
symbolism is not inapt, since Helwyse — while 
afflicted with pride and ambition as abstract as 
boundless — had a logical fearless brain, and 
keen delight in beauty. — 

" I was just thinking," remarked the latter 
monster, " that this was a good place for con- 
fidential conversation." 

" You believe then that talking relieves the 
mind ! " rejoined the former, softly. 

" I believe a thief or a murderer would be 
glad of an hour — such as now passes — ^to 
impart the story of what is dragging him to 
Hell. — And even the best houses are better for 
an airing ! " 
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" A pregnant idea ! There are certainly 
some topics one would like to discuss, free from 
the restraint which responsibility imposes. — 
Have you ever reflected on the subject of 
omnipotence ? " 

Somewhat confounded at this bold question, 
Helwyse hesitated a moment, 

" I can't see you, remember, any more than 
you can see me ! " insinuated the voice 
demurely. 

" I believe I have sometimes asked myself 
whether it were obtainable — how it might be 
approximated," admitted Helwyse, cautiously; 
for he began to feel that even darkness might 
be too transparent for the utterance of some 
thoughts. 

" But you never got a satisfactory answer, 
and are not therefore omnipotent ? Well, the 
reason probably is that you began wrongly. 
Did it ever occur to you to try the method of 
sin ? " 
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**^ To obtain omnipotence ? — No f " 
"It would not be right, eh ? ** chuckled the 
voice. " But then one must lay aside prejudice 
if one wants to be all-powerful ! Now, sin 
denotes separation : the very etymology of the 
word should have attracted the attention of an 
ambitious man, such as you seem to be. It is 
a path separate from all other paths, and there- 
fore worth exploring." 

" It leads to weakness, not to power ! " 
"If followed in the wrong spirit — very true. 
But the wise man sins and is strong ! See how 
frank I am ! — But don't let me monopolise the 
conversation." 

' " I should like to hear your argument, if you 
have one. You are a prophet of new things." 

^* Sin is an old force, though it may be applied 
in new ways. — ^Well, you will admit that the 
true sinner is the only true reformer and 
philosopher among men ? — No ? — I will explain 

then. The world is full of discordances for 
I. I 
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which man is not to blame. His endeavour to 
meet and harmonise this discordance is called 
sin. His indignation at disorder — rebellion 
against it — ^attempts to right it — ^are crimes ! 
That is the vulgar argument, which wise men 
smile at" 

" I may be very dull, but I think your 
explanations need explaining ! " 

" We will take some examples. What is the 
liar, but one who sees the false relations of things, 
and seeks to put them in the true ? The mission 
of the thief, again, is to equalise the notoriQusly 
unjust distribution of wealth. A fundamental 
defect in the principles of human association gave 
birth to the murderer ; and as for the adulterer, 
he is an immortal protest against the absurd 
laws which interfere between the sexes. — Are 
not these men, and others of like stamp, the 
bulwarks of true society ? — our leaders towards 
justice and freedom ? " 

Whether this were satire, madness, or earnest, 



A COLLISION IMMINENT. 1 3 1 

Helwyse could not determine. The night fog 
had got into his brain. He made shift, how- 
ever, to say that the criminal class were not, as 
a mere matter of fact, the most powerful. 

" Again you misapprehend me," rejoined the 
voice with perfect suavity. "No doubt there 
are many weak and foolish persons who com- 
mit crimes; nay, I will admit that the vast 
majority of criminals are weak and foolish. 
But that does not affect the dignity of the true 
sinner — he who sins from exalted motives. 
Ignorance is the only real crime — polluting 
deeds that, wisely done, are sublime. Sin is 
culture!" 

" Were I, then, from motives of self-culture, 
to kill you, I should be taking a long step 
towards rising in your estimation ?" put in 
Helwyse. 

" Admirable 1" softly exclaimed the voice, in 
a tone as of an approving pat on the back. 
" Certainly I should be the last to deny it ! 
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But would it not be more for the general good 
were I, who have long been a student of these 
arcana, to kill a seeming novice like you ! It 
would assure me of having had one sincere 
disciple !" 

" I wonder whether he's really mad ? " mused 
Balder Helwyse, shuddering a little in the 
dampness. 

"But badinage aside," resumed this loqua- 
cious voice, "although there is so much talk 
and dispute about evil, very few people know 
what evil essentially is. Now, there are some 
things the mere doing of which, by the most 
involuntary agent, would at once stamp his 
soul with the conviction of ineffable sin. He 
would have touched the essence of evil. And 
if a wise man has done that, he has had in his 
hand the key to omnipotence !" 

"It is easily had, tlien! A man need but 
take his Leviticus and Deuteronomy, and run 
through the catalogue oi crimes. He would be 
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sure of finding your key hidden beneath some 
of them." 

" No ; you do Moses scant justice ! He — 
shrewd soul ! — ^was too cunning to fall into such 
an error as that He forbade a few insignifi- 
cant and harmless acts which every one is 
liable to commit. His policy was no less 
sagacious than simple. By amusing mankind 
with such trumpery, he lured them off the scent 
of true sin. -Believe me, the artifice was no 
idle one ! Should mankind learn the secret, a 
generation would not pass before the world 
would be turned upside down, and its present 
Ruler be buried in the ruins !" 

At this point surely Helwyse got up and 
went to his state-room, without listening to 
another word ? — Not so ! the Lucifer in him 
was getting the better of the sage. He wanted 
to hear all that the voice of darkness had to 
say. There might be something new, some- 
thing instructive, in it. He might chance to 
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hear a word that would unbar the door he had 
striven so long to open. He aimed at know- 
ledge and power beyond recognised human 
reach. He had taken thought with himself 
keenly and deeply, but was still uncertain and 
unsatisfied. Here opened a new avenue so 
untried as to transcend common criticism. The 
temptation to omnipotence is a grand thing, 
and may have shaken greater men than Hel- 
wyse ; and he had trained himself to regard it 
— not exactly as a temptation! As for good 
or bad methods, at a certain intellectual height 
such distinctions vanish. Vulgar immorality 
he would turn from as from anything vulgar ; 
but refined philosophic immorality as a weapon 
of power — there was fascination in it ! 

Folly and delusion ! But Helwyse was only 
Helwyse, careering through pitchy darkness, on 
a viewless sea, with a plausible voice at his ear 
insinuating villainous thoughts with an air of 
devilish good-fellowship ! — 
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The " Empire State" was at this moment 
four and a-half miles north-east of the schooner 
whose bowsprit she was destined to carry away. 
The steamer was making ten knots an hour; 
the schooner was slowly drifting with the tide 
into the line of the steamer's course. The 
catastrophe was, therefore, about twenty-seven 
minutes distant 



IX. 



THE VOICE OF DARKNESS. 

The fog-whisde screeched dismally. 'Helwyse 
took his foot off the camp-stool in front of him, 
and sat upright 

'* Do you know this secret of sin ?" he asked. 

" It must, of course, be an object of specula- 
tion to a thoughtful man," answered the voice, 
modestly parrying the question. " But I assure 
you that only a man of intellect — of genius — 
has in him the intelligence, the sublime reach 
of soul, which could attain the full solution of 
the problem. They who merely blunder into 
it would fail to grasp the grand significance of 
the idea." 

" But you affirm that whoever fairly masters 
the problem of absolute sin, would have God 
and His kingdom at his mercy ?" 
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*' I am loth to appear boastful, but I do 
apprehend the fact to be not unlike what you 
suggest," returned the voice, with a subdued 
gusto. " It would depend upon our hypo- 
thetical person's discretion, and his views as to 
the claims of the august Being who has so 
long controlled the human race, — how much 
the existing order of things might have to fear 
from him. I should imagine that the august 
Being, if He be as wise as they say He is, 
would be careful how He treated the hypo- 
thetical person I" 

"You are a liar!" gaid Helwyse unceremoni- 
ously. "Why is not Satan, who must possess this 
all-powerful secret, supreme over the universe ?" 

Instead of taking offence (as Helwyse, to do 
him justice, had hoped ; for his Berserker blood, 
which boiled only at heaven-and-hell tempera- 
ture, was beginning to stir in him) — so far from 
being offended, the voice only uttered its pe- 
culiar quiet chuckle. 
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" Your frankness charms me ! — it proves you 
worthy to learn. — Satan — ^supposing there is 
such a personage — divides with the august 
Being the sovereignty of the spiritual world. 
Were I a cynic, I should say he owned, at 
least, one -half the physical world into the 
bargain I But Satan is only a spirit, and his 
power over men but as the power of a dream. 
Were a Satan to arise in the flesh, so that man- 
kind could see and touch him, and hear his 

voice with their fleshly ears ^there were a 

Satan ! Already has the Incarnation of good- 
ness appeared to men, and though the world is 
moved to virtue slowly only and reluctantly, 
mark how mighty has been his influence! 
What think you, then, would be the power of 
a Christ of Evil, opening to men the path 
they already grope for ? — I tell you the 
human race would be his only! Hell, full to 
bursting with their hurrying souls, would out- 
weigh heaven in the balance! The teller 
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of the secret would be king above all — for 
ever!" 

The sinuous voice had twined round the 
listener's mind, swaddling the vigorous limbs 
into imbecile inertia. When before now did 
a sane human brain suffer itself to be duped 
by sophistry? This case were worth marking 
if only because it is unparalleled. 

" And the only punishable sin is ignorance," 
muttered Helwyse. " Well, I have thought so, 
too; and questioned whether a man might have 
power over himself to put his hand to evil and 
to good alike, remaining impartial and impas- 
sive; and so make good and evil alike minister 
to his culture and raise him upwards!" 

" The question does credit to your wit," 
chimed in the voice of darkness. " Whoever 
has in him the making of a deity, must learn 
the nature of opposites. The soldier will not 
join battle without studying the tactics of his 
enemy. Without experimental knowledge of 
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both evil and good, none save a fool would be- 
lieve that a man may become all powerful/' 

" From the care with which you avoid speak- 
ing the name of God, — if from no other cause, — 
I should take you to be the Devil himself!" ob- 
served Helwyse bluntly, 

" Well, profanity is vulgar! As to my being 
the Devil, it is too . dark here for either denial 
or acknowledgment to be of practical use. But 
(to be serious) about this secret — " 

The voice paused interrogatively. Lucifer, 
speaking through Helwyse's lips, demanded 
sullenly, 

*' Well, — what is the secret ? " — 

What, indeed ! — Why, there is no such secret : 
it is a bugbear ! But the moral perversion of 
the person who could soberly put the question 
that Helwyse asked is not so easily disposed of. 
It met, indeed, with full recognition. As for 
the subtle voice, having accomplished its main 
purpose, it now began to evade the point and 
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run into digressions ; until the collision came and 
ended the conversation for ever. 

" Unfortunately," said the voice, " the secret 
is not such as can be told in a word. , Like 
all profound knowledge, it can be communicated 
only by leading the learner step by step over 
the ground traversed by the original discoverer. 
Let me, as a sort of preliminary, suppose a 
case." 

Hereupon ensued a considerable silence, and 
Helwyse seemed to himself once more a de- 
tached atom flying without guide or control 
through infinite darkness. Where was he? — 
what was he? Did the world exist, — the broad 
earth, the sunny sky, the beauty, the sound, the 
order and sweet succession of nature ? Was he 
but a shadow that had dreamed a strange dream 
for a moment, and would anon be quenched, 
and know what had seemed Self no more? — 
Strangely, through the doubt and uncertainty, 
Helwyse felt the pressure of his shoulders 
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against the cabin wall, and the touch of the dead 
cigar between his fingers ! 

The voice, resuming, restored him to a reality 
that seemed less trustworthy than the doubt. 
The tone w^as not quite the same as heretofore. 
The smooth mocking had given place to a 
hurried excitement, alien to the philosophic 
temperament. 

" A man kidnaps the child of his enemy, 
through the child to revenge himself. — Kill it ? 
— ^no! he is no short-sighted bungler: he has 
refinement, foresight, understanding. She is 
but an infant — open and impressible, warm and 
sanguine! He isolates her from sight and reach. 
He pries into her nature with keenest delicacy 
— no leaf is unread. Being learnt — he works 
upon it; touches each budding trait with gen- 
tlest impulse. No violence ! he seems to leave 
her to her own development; yet nothing goes 
against his wilL More than half is left to 
nature, but his scarce perceptible touches 
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bias nature. Ah! the idealisation of educa- 
tion." 

" This sounds more real than hypothetical ! " 
thought Helwyse. 

" So cunning was he, he reversed in her mind 
the universal law. Evil was good — ^good, evil. 
She grew fast and strong, for evil is the sweeter 
food — it is rich earth to the plant. She never 
knew that evil existed, yet evil was all she 
knew! For, whatever is forced, reacts: he 
never taught her positive sin, lest she perversely 
turn to good." 

" Did he mean insensibly to initiate her into 
the knowledge of absolute sin?" 

" Such would be his purpose — such would be 
his purpose ! To make her a devil, without the 
chance of knowing it possible to be anything 
else!" 

"He was a fool! " growled Helwyse. " The 
plan is folly — impracticable in twenty ways, A 
soul cannot be so influenced. Devils are not 
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made by education* The only devil would be 
the educator ! " 

But the voice had forgotten his presence. It 
ceased not to mutter to itself while he was 
speaking, and now it broke forth again. 

" Years have passed — she is a woman now. 
She knows not that the world exists. All is 
yet latent within her. But the time is at hand 
when the latent forces shall flower! Plunged 
into life with nothing to hold by — no truth, no 
divine help: her marvellous powers and pas- 
sions in full strength — ^all trained to drag her 
down — not one aspiring : maddened by new 
thoughts — limitless opportunities opening be- 
fore her, she will plunge into such an abyss of 
sin as has been undreamt of since the Deluge ! " 

" Well ? what of it ? what is the upshot ? " 
questioned Helwyse, with sullen impatience. 
The emotion now apparent in the voice, - un- 
canny though it was, counteracted the spell 
wrought by its purely intellectual depravity. 
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Helwyse was perhaps beginning to understand 
that he had ventured his stock of virgin gold 
for a handful of unclean waste-paper! 

" He will come back — her father — my enemy! 
I have waited for him from youth to age. I 
have seen him in my dreams, and in visions. I 
am with him continually — we talk together. 
First, cringingly and softly, I lead him to recall 
the past, — to speak of his dead wife, — of his 
lost child — her baby ways and words. I lure 
him on until imagination has fired his love, and 
given life and vividness to his memory. Then 
I whisper — She is alive ! she is near ! in a mo- 
ment he shall behold her! And while his 
heart beats and he trembles, I bring her 
forth in her beauty. — Take her! your daugh- 
ter ! the only devil on earth : but devils 
shall spring like grass in the track of her 
footsteps ! " — 

The voice had worked itself into a frenzy, 
and forgetting secrecy, had crazily exposed 

' I. K 
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itself. Its owner was probably some poor 
lunatic, subject to fits of madness. But Hel- 
wyse was full of scorn and anger, born of that 
bitterest disappointment that admits not even 

§ 

the poor comfort of having worthily aspired. 
He had been duped — ^and by the cobwebs of a 
madman's brain ! He broke into a short laugh, 
harsh to the ear, and answering to no mirthful 
impulse. 

" So ! you are the hero of your story } You 
have brooded all your life over a crazy scheme 
of stabbing a father through his child, until you 
have become as blind as you are vicious ! As 
for the girl, you may have made her ignor- 
ant and stupid, or even idiotic : but that she 
should be Queen of Hell, or anything of that 
kind—." 

He stopped, for his unseen companion was 
evidently beyond hearing him. The man 
seemed to be actually struggling in a fit — gasp- 
ing and choking. It was a piteous business — 
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not less piteous than revolting. But Helwyse 
felt no pity — only ugly, hateful, unrelenting 
anger, needing not much stirring to blaze forth 
in fearful passion. Where now were his wise 
saws — his philosophic indifference ? Self- 
respect is the pith of such supports, which 
being gone, the supports fail. 

" My music — my music ! " gasped the voice ; 
" my music or I shall die ! " 

" Die ? Yes, it were well you should die. 

You cumber the earth ! Shall I do it ? " 

Helwyse muttered to his heart : " merely as a 
means of culture ! " 

Perhaps it was said only in a mood of 
sardonic jesting. The next moment, no doubt, 
Balder Helwyse would have retired to his cabin, 
leaving the voice of darkness forever. But at 
that moment, the hurried flash of a lantern on 
the captain's bridge fell full on the young man's 
face and shoulders, gleaming in his eyes and 
lighting up the masses of yellow hair and 
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mighty beard. He was standing with one 
hand resting upon the taffrail. The dim halo 
of the fog, folding him about, made him look 
like a spirit 



X. 



HELWYSE RESISTS THE DEVIL, 

As the light so fell, hoarse voices shouted, and 
then a concussion shivered through the steamer, 
and her headway was stopped. But of this, 
Helwyse knew nothing : for the voice of dark- 
ness had burst forth in a cry of fear, amaze- 
ment and hate ; and in another breath, he 
found himself clutched tightly in long wiry 
arms, and felt panting breath hot against his 
face. 

He struggled at first to free himself, but he 
was held in the grip of a madman ! Then did 
the turbid current of his blood begin to leap and 
tingle, and strange half-thoughts darted through 
his mind like deformed spectres, capering as 
they flew ! The bulwark of his will was 
overthrown ; he could not poise himself long 
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enough to recover his self-sway. He was 
sliding headlong down a steep, with velocity 
momently increasing. — 

Was it Balder Helwyse that was struggling 
thus furiously, his body full of fire, his brain of 
madness, his heart quick-beating with savage, 
wicked, thirsty joy ? His soul, — his own no 
longer — ^was bestridden by a frantic demon who, 
brimming over with hot glee, drove him whirl- 
ing blindly on, with an ever-growing purpose 
which surcharged each smallest artery, and 
furnished a condensed dart of malice wherewith 
to stab and stab again the opposing soul. He 
waxed every instant madder, wickeder, more 
devilishly exultant ; and now, although panting, 
breathless, pricking at every pore with the 
agony of the strain, — he could scarce forbear 
screaming with delight! for he felt he was 
gaining, and — oh ecstasy ! knew that his ad- 
versary felt it also, and that his heart was 
as full of black despair and terror, as was 
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his conqueror's of intolerable triumph. — Gain- 
ing still ! — 

Strange, that all through this wild frenzy in 
which body and soul were rapt, the essential 
Balder Helwyse seemed to be looking on, with 
a curious repellant twist of the features, com- 
menting on what was going forward, and noting, 
with quiet interest and accuracy, every varying 
phase of the struggle ; — noting as of significance 
that the sv/ay of the demon of murder made the 
idea of other crimes seem beyond words con- 
genial, enticing, delicious. 

Steadily, through the storm of lawless fury, 
the pre-destined victory has been drawing near ! 
The throbbing of his enemy's heart — Helwyse 
feels it : did ever lover so rejoice in the palpi- 
tations of his mistress ? O the wine of life ! 
drunk from the cup of murder ! — Hear how the 
wretch's voice breaks choking from his throat ! 
he would beg for mercy, but cannot — shall not ! 
Keep your fingers in his throat; the other 
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hand creeps warily downwards. — Now, hurl 
him up — over ! 

— But with what an ugly gulp the black water 
swallowed his body ! — 



XL 



A DEAD WEIGHT. 

Was it not well done ? Tempted to covet 
imaginary wickedness, Helwyse was ripe for 
real crime, — and who so worthy to suffer as the 
tempter ? 

He leaned panting against the taffrail. His 
predominant feeling was that he had been 
ensnared. His judgment had been drugged — 
he had been lured on to evil. An infamous 
conspiracy ! 

His breath regained, he stood upright, and 
in a mechanical manner began to arrange his 
disordered dress. His haversack was gone, — 
had been torn from his shoulders, and carried 
overboard. An awkward loss ! for it contained, 
among other things, certain valuable letters and 
papers given him by his father ; not to speak of 
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a note-book of his own, and imde Glyphic s 
miniature. His dead enemy had carried off the 
proofs of his murderer s identity ! 

Not till now did Helwyse become aware of 
an unusual tumult on the steamer. Had they 
seen the deed ? He stood with set teeth, one 
hand on the taffiraiL Rather than be taken 
alive, he would leap over ! But it soon became 
evident that the nucleus of excitement was else- 
where. The " Empire State *' was at a stand- 
still Captain and mates were shouting to one 
another and at the sailors. By the flying light 
of lanterns, Helwyse caught glimpses of the 
sails and tall masts of a schooner. He b^;an 
to comprehend what had happened. 

" Thank God ! that saves me/' he said with 
a sense of relaxation. Then he turned and 
peered fearfully into the black abyss beyond the 
stem. — Nothing there ! nothing save the heavy 
breathing of remorseless waves. 

The statistics of things God has been thanked 
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for, — ^what piquant instances would such a collec- 
tion afford ! Any unusual stir of emotion seems 
to impel a reference to something higher than 
the world. Only a bloodless calm appears 
secure from Gods interference. It is worthy 
of remark, that this was the first time in Hel- 
wyse's life (at least since his arrival at years of 
discretion) that he had thanked God for any- 
thing. It was owing — not to his being of a 
specially ungrateful disposition, but, to his 
peculiar ideas upon the subject of a Supreme 
Being. God, he believed, was no more than 
the highest phase of man ; and he saw in any 
man of sufficient natural endowment, a possible 
God : just as every American citizen is a pos- 
sible President ! What is of moment at pre- 
sent, however, is the fact, that Helwyse's first 
inconsistency of word with creed, dates at the 
time he forsook his self-control on board the 
midnight steamer. 

In that prayer of thanksgiving, his passion 
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passed away. After unnaturally distending 
every sense and faculty, it had suddenly ebbed, 
leaving the irritating consciousness of a painful 
vacuum. Something must be done to fill it. 
One drawback to crime seem& to be, that it is 
not sufficient unto itself. It creates a craving 
that needs to be fed. The demon returns and 
demands a fresh task; and he returns again 
for ever ! 

Helwyse, therefore, plunged into the midst 
of the uproar consequent upon the collision, 
and tried to absorb something of the common 
feeling of excitement, to identify himself with 
other men — no longer to be apart from them 
and above them. But he did not succeed. It 
seemed as though he never would feel excite- 
ment or warmth in the blood again ! His deed 
was a dead-weight that steadied him in spite of 
his best efforts. His aim had hitherto been 
not to forget himself: let him forget himself 
now if he can ! 
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The uproar was over all too soon, and the 
steamer was once more under- way. 

" No serious harm done, Sir ! — no harm 
done ! " observed a spruce steward to Hel- 
wyse. 

" No — no harm ! " 

" By the way, Sir, thought I heard some one 
sing out aft just afore we struck. You hear it, 
Sir ? Thought some fellow'd gone overboard, 
may be ! " 

" I saw no one," replied Helwyse ; nor had 
he. But he turned away fearing that the brisk 
steward might read prevarication in his face. 
No, he had seen no one : but he had heard a 
plunge ! The memory of it revolted him, yet 
he could not banish it. Had there been a soul 
in the body before it made that dive ? — even 
for a few moments afterwards ? He would 
have given much to know ! In theorising about 
crime, he had maintained that the motive was 
all. Now, though he could not controvert his * 



158 IDOLATRY. 

logic, he felt that it did not tell the whole truth. 
He recognised a divine conservative virtue in 
straws, and clutched at the smallest ! Through 
the long torture of self-questioning and inde- 
cision let us not follow him. Uncertainty is a 
ghastly element in such a matter. 

He groped his, way back to the taffrail, — 
why, he knew not ; but there he was at last I 
He might soliloquise now, — there was no 
listener. He might light a cigar and smoke, — 
no one would see him. But on second thoughts 
— his cigars had gone overboard with the 
haversack 1 

He bent over the slender iron railing. 
Where was — it, now? — Miles away by this 
time, swinging, swaying, down, — down, — down 
to the bottom of the Sound ! Slowly turning 
over as it sinks, its arms now thrown out, now 
doubled underneath; the legs sprawling help- 
lessly ; the head loosely wagging on the dead 
neck. Down, — down : now pitching slowly 
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head forwards; now snatched sideways by a 
sudden current ; now righting and going 
down standing, the hair floating straight up on 
end. Down ! — O would it never have done 
sinking, — sinking, — sinking ? Was the sea as 
deep as Hell ? 

But when it reached the bottom, would it 
rest there ? Ah, no — not even then ! It would 
drift about uneasily on the dark sand for a 
while, the green gloom of the water above it. 
Every hour it would grow less and less heavy : 
by and by it would begin slowly to rise — rise ! 
How horrible it looked now — not like itself, 
that had been horrible enough before. Rising, 
rising. O fearful thing ! why come to tell dead- 
men's tales here ? You have done with the 
world. What wants mankind with you ? Be- 
gone ! sink, and rise no more ! — It will not sink : 
still it rises, and the gloom lightens as it slowly 
buoys upward ; the green light shrinkingly 
rests upon it — reveals the dreadful features. 
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The limbs are pliant no longer, but stiff — 
terribly stiff and unyielding. Still it rises — 
nearer, and nearer to the surface. See where 
the throat has been gripped ! — Up it comes at 
last, in the morning sun, amidst the sparkling, 
laughing, pure blue waves — the swollen, dead 
thing ! dead in the midst of the world's life : 
hideous in the midst of the world's beauty. It 
bobs and floats and will sink no more — would 
rise to heaven if it could ! No need for that ! 
the tide takes it, and creeps stealthily with it 
towards the shore, and casts it with shudder 
and recoil upon the beach. There it lies. — 

Such visions haunted Helwyse as he leant 
over the taffrail. He had not suspected, when 
he started, upon how long a voyage he was 
bound. How many hours was it since he and 
the cook had dined so merrily together ? Was 
such a contrast possible ? Surely no more hide- 
ous delusion than this of time, ever imposed 
upon mankind. For months and years he jogs 
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on with us, a dull and sober-paced pedestrian. 
Then comes a sudden eternity ! But time 
thrusts a clock in our faces, and shows us that 
the hands have marked a minute only. Shall 
we believe him ? 

Helwyse suffered from a vivid imagination. 
He went not to his room that night. He kept 
the deck and tried to talk with the men, follow- 
ing them about and asking aimless questions, 
until they began to give him short answers. 
Where were his pride and serene superiority 
to the friendship or enmity of his race ? his 
philosophic self-criticism and fanciful badinage ? 
his resolute conquering eyes ? his bearing of 
graceful careless authority ? Had he packed 
all these attributes in his travelling-bag, and 
cast them with it upon the waters ? and would 
they, no more than he, to whose care they were 
entrusted, ever come back ? 

With every new hour morning seemed further 
off. Helwyse, in his objectless wanderings, 

I. L 



1 62 IDOLATRY. 

came at last to the well of the engine-room, and 
hung over it, gazing at the bright swift sliding 
machinery, studying all the parts, tracing the 
subtle transmission of force from piece tb piece. 
Here was companionship for him. It was a 
beautiful combination— ^so polished, effective, 
logical : like the minds of some philosophers 
moving with super-human power and regularity 
— ^but lifeless ! 

Helwyse watched it long, but its monotony 
finally wearied him. It was doing admirable 
work, but it never swerved from its course at 
the call of sentiment or emotion. Its tra- 
vesty of life was repulsive. Machinery is the 
most excellent invention of man, but is modelled 
after no heavenly prototype, and will have no 
part in the millennium. It seems to annul space 
and time, yet gives no taste of eternity. 
Man lives more quickly by it, but not more. 
With another kind of weapon must the true 
victory over matter be achieved ! 



XII. 

MORE VAGARIES. 

Most benign and beautiful was the morning. 
The " Empire State " emerged from the fog, 
and left it, a rosy cloud, astern. The chasing 
waves sparkled and danced for joy. The sun 
was up, fresh and unstained as yesterday. 
Night, that had changed so much, had not 
dimmed him. With the same power and 
brightness as for innumerable past centuries 
his glorious glance coloured the grey sky blue. 
Helwyse, (he was at the stem taffrail again,) 
looked at the marvellous sphere with unwink- 
ing eyes, till it blurred and swam before him 
and danced in coloured rings. It warmed his 
face, but penetrated no deeper. Looking away, 
black suns moved before his eyes everywhere^ 
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and the earth looked dim and shabby, as though 
blighted by a curse. 

Helwyse had not slept, partly from disinclina- 
tion to the solitude of his berth, partly because 
the thought of awakening dismayed him. 
Nevertheless, he could scarcely believe in what 
had happened now. He stood on the very 
spot; here was the semi-circle of railing, the 
camp-stools, the white cabin-wall against which 
he had leaned. But the blackness of night had 
so utterly passed away, that it seemed as if the 
deed done in it must in some manner have van- 
ished likewise. What is fact at one time looks 
unreal at another. It must be associated with 
all times and moods before it can be fully com- 
prehended and accepted. 

Glancing down at the deck, Helwyse saw 
there the cigar he had been smoking the 
night before, flattened out by the tread of a 
foot ; and lying close beside it, a sparkling ring. 
He picked it up ; it was a diamond of purest 
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water, curiously caught beween the mouths of 
two little serpents, whose golden and black 
bodies, twisted round each other, formed the 
hoop. Realising after a moment from whose 
finger it must have fallen, he had an impulse 
to fling it far into the sea; but his second 
thought was not to part from it. True, the 
idea of its former owner must always be hateful 
to his murderer ; but the bond between their 
souls was closer than that between man and 
wife, and more indissoluble : and of such an un- 
natural union this ring was a fair emblem. Un- 
natural though the union were, it seemed to 
Helwyse at the time better than total solitude. 

He felt heavy and inelastic, averse to himself, 
but still more to society. He wished to see 
men and women, yet not to be seen of them. 
He had used to be ready in speech and willing 
to listen ; now, no subject interested him save 
one, on which his lips must be forever closed. 
When the sun had made himself thoroughly at 
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home on earth and in heaven, Helwyse went 
to his state-room, feeling unclean from the soul 
out. While making his toilet, he took care to 
leave the wfndow-blind up, that he might at 
any moment see the blue sky and water, and 
the bright shore with its foliage and occasional 
houses. He shrank from severing even for an 
instant his communication with the beneficent 
spirit of nature. Yet, nature could not comfort 
him ; in his extremest need he found her most 
barren. He had been wont to rejoice in her as 
the creature of his own senses, but when he 
asked her to sympathise with his pain, she 
laughed at him — the magnificent coquette ! and 
bade him (since she was only his reflection) be 
content with his own sympathy. Truly, if man 
and nature be thus allied, and God be but de- 
veloped man, then is self-sufficiency the sole 
virtue worth cultivating, and idolatry must be- 
gin at home! 

His efforts to improve his appearance were 
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not satisfactory; the loss of his toilet articles 
embarrassed him not a little, and he, moreover, 
lacked zest to enter into the business with his 
customary care. And what he did was done — 
not merely for his own satisfaction as hereto- 
fore — but with an eye to the criticisms of other 
people. His naive unconscious independence 
had got a blow. Having done his best he went 
out, pale and heavy-eyed, the diamond ring on 
his finger. 

The passengers had begun to assemble in the 
cabin. It seemed to Helwyse, as he entered, 
that one and all stared at him with suspicious 
curiosity. He half expected to behold an ac- 
cuser rise up and point a dreadful finger at him. 
But, in truth, the sensation he created was no- 
thing more than common ; it was his morbid 
sensitiveness that for the first time took note of 
it. He had been accustomed to look at him- 
self as at a third person, in whose faults and 
successes he was alike interested ; but, although 
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his present mental attitude might have moved 
him to smile, he actually felt no such impulse. 
The hue of his deed had permeated all possible 
forms of himself, thus barring him from any 
standpoint whence to see its humorous aspect. 
The sun would not shine on it ! 

As time passed on and no one offered to de- 
nounce him, he began to be a little at ease. 
Seeing the steward, with whom he had spoken 
the night before, he asked him whereabouts he 
supposed the " Resurrection " was ? 

" Oh ! she'll be in by night, sir, safe enough ! 
Wind's freshened up a good bit since. — Beg 
pardon, sir, did you happen to know the party 
next door to you?" 

" I know no one. What about him?" 

" Can't find him nowhere, sir ! Door locked 
this morning — hadn't used his bed. Must have 
come aboard, for there was a violin lying on the 
bed, in a black box, for all the world like a little 
coffin, sir. Queer, ain't it?" 
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The Steward was called away, but Helwyse's 
uneasiness had returned. Did this fellow sus- 
pect nothing? The student of men could not 
read his face ; the power of insight seemed to 
have forsaken him. Reason could tell him that 
it was impossible he should be suspected, but 
reason no longer satisfied him. 

He left the cabin, and once more sought the 
deck, harried and anxious. Why could he not 
be stolid and indifferent, as were many worse 
criminals than he ? Or was his disquiet the 
gauge of his moral accountability ? By as 
much as he was more finely gifted than other 
men, was the stain of sin upon his soul more 
ineffaceable than upon theirs ? Last night, 
ignorance was the only evil ! but had he been 
satisfied with less wisdom, might he not have 
sinned with more impunity ? — Nevertheless, 
Balder Helwyse would hardly have been willing 
to purchase greater ease at the price of being 
less a man. 
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The Steamer descended the narrow and swift 
current of East River, rounded Castle Garden, 
and reached her pier before eight o'clock. 
Shoulder to shoulder with the other passengers 
Helwyse descended the gang-plank. He 
reached the street unmolested, and beginning 
to realise that the notice he attracted was less 
on account of any visible brand of Cain upon 
him, than because his beard and hair were at 
variance with the fashion of the day. It 
occurred to him, moreover, that his unique 
appearance was now unsafe as well as irksome. 
Were — something found, in connection with 
evidence more or less circumstantial, how 
readily could he be pointed out 1 — how many 
and easily described were his peculiarities ! 
His carelessness of public remark had been 
folly! The sooner his eccentricities were re- 
duced, the better ! 

At the corner of the street stood a couple of 
policemen — ^ponderous, powerful fellows, able 
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between them to carry to gaol the most re- 
fractory criminal. One path was open to 
Helwyse whereby to recover his self-respect, 
and to regain his true footing with the world ; 
and that led into the hands of those policemen ! 
With a revulsion of feeling which was perhaps 
less strange than it appears, he walked up to. 
them, resolved to surrender on a charge of 
murder. How simple an issue to all his em- 
barrassments ! 

" Policemen ! " he began, with a return of his 
assured voice and hearing. They stared at 
him, and one said, " How ?" 

''Direct me to the best hotel near here!" 
said Helwyse ; and they stared, and told him 
the way to the Astor House. 

There had been but the slightest hesitation 
in Helwyse's mind, but during that pause he 
had reconsidered his resolve, and said no to it. 
Remembering some episodes of his past history, 
he cannot hastily be accused of vulgar fear of 
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death. In his case, indeed, it may have 
required more courage to close his mouth than 
to open it Be that as it might, the question 
as to the degree and nature of his guilt was 
still undecided in his own mind. Moreover, 
had he been clear upon this point, he yet dis- 
trusted the competence of human laws to do 
him justice. He shrank from surrender less as 
affecting his person than as superseding his 
judgment. Failing himself and mankind, how- 
ever, to what other court can he appeal ? 
Should the fitting tribunal present itself, will 
he have the nerve to face it ? 

He did not go to the Astor House, not- 
withstanding the trouble he had taken to ask, 
his way thither. He coasted along the more 
obscure thoroughfares, seeming to find some- 
thing congenial in them. Here were people, 
many of whom had also committed crimes— 
who were his brethren — whose eyes he need 
not shun to meet. To be sure, they gave him 
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no friendly glances, taking him for some dainty 
aristocrat who, from idle curiosity, had sauntered 
into their domains. But Helwyse knew the 
secret of his kinship ; and perhaps he indulged 
a momentary wild dream of proclaiming himself 
to them, entering into their life, and vanishing 
from that world which had known him hereto- 
fore. It is a shorter step than is generally 
supposed, from human height to human degra- 
dation. 

A pale girl, with handsome features, careless 
expression, and somewhat disordered hair, leant 
out of a low window, her loose dress falling 
partly open from her bosom as she did so. 

*' Where are you going, my love ?" inquired 
she, with a professionally attractive smile. 
'^ Aren't you going to give me a lock of that 
sweet yellow hair? — there's a duck!" 

It so happened that Helwyse had never 
before been openly accosted by a member of 
this class of the community. Was this infringe- 
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ment of the rule the result of his own fall, or of 
her exceptional effrontery ? He had an indig- 
nant glance ready poised, — ^but forbore to hurl 
it ! The worst crime of the young woman was, 
that she disposed of herself at a rate of remu- 
neration exactly equivalent to the value of the 
commodity; whereas he, less economical and 
orderly, had mortgaged his own soul by dispos- 
ing of some one else's body, and was, if 
anything, out of pocket by the transaction! 
Undoubtedly the young woman had the best of 
it : very likely, had she been aware of the 
circumstances, she would not have deigned him 
so much as a smile. He therefore neither 
yielded to her solicitations nor rebuked them, but 
passed pn. The adventure rectified his frater- 
nising impulse. Albeit standing accountant for 
so great a sin, the mire was as yet alien to him. 
But there was pertinence in the young wo- 
man's question — ^where was he going, indeed ? 
Since the catastrophe on board the steamer, he 
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had forgotten Doctor Glyphic. He felt small 
inclination to meet him now ; but certain con- 
siderations of personal interest wore another 
colour than yesterday. Robbed of his self- 
respect, he could ill afford to surrender worldly 
wealth into the bargain. On the other hand, 
to palm himself off upon his uncle for a true 
man, was adding hypocrisy to his other crime. 

Such an objection, however, would hardly 
have turned the scale. Great crimes are mag- 
nets of smaller ones. It was necessary for 
Helwyse to alter the entire scheme of his life- 
voyage ; and since he had failed in beating up 
against the wind, why not make all sail before 
it? Meanwhile it was easier to call on uncle 
Hiero than to devise any new course of action ; 
and thus (had matters been left to their natural 
turn) mere inertia might have brought about 
their meeting. 

But the irony of events turns our sternest 
resolves to ridicule. On the corner of the next 
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Street was a hairdresser's shop, with its genial 
little proprietor, plump and smug, rubbing his 
hands and smiling in the doorway. Beholding 
the commanding figure of the yellow-bearded 
young aristocrat afar off, his professional mouth 
may well have watered over him. What a 
harvest for shears and razor was here ! Dare 
he hope that to him would be entrusted the 
glorious task of reaping it ? 

As Helwyse gained the comer, his weary 
eyes took in the smiling hairdresser, the little 
room beyond, cheerful with sunshine and 
coloured paper-hangings, and the padded chair 
for customers. Here might he go in and rest 
awhile, and rise up a new man — a stranger to 
himself and to all who knew him. It was 
fitting that the inward change should take effect 
without — not to mention that the wearing of so 
conspicuous a mane was as unsafe as it was 
unsuitable. 

He entered the shop therefore — the pro- 
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prietor backing and bowing before him — and 
sat down in the padded chair with a sigh. 
Immediately, he was enveloped in a light linen 
robe, a towel was tucked in round his neck by 
deft caressing fingers, the soothing murmur of 
a voice was in his ear, and presently sounded 
the click-click of shears. The descendant of 
vikings closed his eyes and felt rather com- 
fortable. 

The peculiar colour and luxuriance of 
Balder's hair were a marked attribute of the 
Helwyse line. In these days of ponderous 
genealogies, who would be surprised to learn 
that the family sprang from that Balder, sur- 
named the Beautiful, who was the sun-god of 
Scandinavian mythology? Certain distinctive 
characteristics of his, physical as well as mental, 
would appear to have been perpetuated with 
marvellous faithfulness throughout the descent : 
above all, golden locks, blue eyes, and a sunny 
disposition. 

I. M 
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For the rest, so far as sober history can trace 
them back, they seem to have been a noble and 
adventm'ous race of men, loving the sea, but 
often taking a high part in the political affairs 
of the nation. The sons were uniformly fair, 
the daughters dark — owing, it was said, to the 
first mother of the line having been a dark-eyed 
woman. But the advent of a dark-eyed heir 
had been foretold from the earliest times, not 
without ominous — ^albeit obscure — ^hints as to 
the part he would play in the family history. 
The precise wording of no one of these old 
prophecies has come down to us; but they 
appear in general to have intimated that the 
dark-eyed Helwyse would bring the race to a 
ruinous and disgraceful end, saving on the 
fulfilment of certain conditions too improbable 
to deserve recording. The dead must return 
to life, the living must forsake their identity, 
love must unite the blood of the victim to that 
of the destroyer, — ^and other yet stranger things 
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must happen, before the danger could be 
averted. 

The superstitious reverence paid to enigmat- 
ical utterances of this kind has long passed 
away, and if any meaning ever attaches to 
them, it is apt to be sadly common-place. 
Nevertheless, when Balder was born, and the 
hereditary blue eyes were found wanting, the 
circumstance was doubtless the occasion oT 
much half-serious banter among those to whom 
the ominous prophecies were familiar. Cer- 
tainly the young man had already made one 
grave mistake ; and he could hardly have 
followed it up by a more disgraceful retreat 
than this to the hairdresser's saloon. The 
shades of his heroic forefathers in Valhalla would 
disown his shorn head with indignant scorn ; 
for their golden locks had ever been sacred to 
them as their honour. When the Roman 
Empire was invaded by the Goths and Vandals, 
a Helwyse — so runs the tale — was taken 
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prisoner and brought before the Roman 
General. The latter summoned a barber and a 
headsman, and informed the captive that he 
might choose between forfeiting his head, and 
that which grew upon it As to the precise 
words in which the northern warrior couched 
his reply, historians vary ; but they are agreed 
upon the important point that his head was 
chopped off without delay ! 

Did the memory of these things bring no 
blush to Balder's cheeks ? There he sat, as 
indifferent, to all outward seeming, as though he 
were asleep. This, however, may have been 
the apathy consequent upon the abandonment 
of lofty pretensions and sublime ambitions, 
betraying a proud sensitiveness rather than any 
lack of feeling. Balder Helwyse was not the 
first man of parts to appear in an undignified 
and unheroic light. The foremost man of all 
this world whined, like a sick girl, for his 
physic, and preposterously over-estimated his 



MORE VAGARIES. 1 8 1 

swimming powers : yet his greatness found 
him out ! 

In sober earnest, however — ^what real import- 
ance attaches to Helwyse's doings at this 
juncture ? Physically and mentally weary, he 
may have acted from the most ordinary motives. 
As to his having entertained any superstitious 
crotchets about losing his hair — the spirit of the 
age forbid ! 



XIII. 



THROUGH A GLASS. 



The hairdresser possessed the quality (now 
rare among his class) of unlimited and self- 
enjoying loquacity ; — soothing, because its little 
waves lapsed in objectless prattle upon the 
shore of the apprehension, to be attended to or 
not at pleasure. The sentences were without 
regular head or tail, and were connected rather 
by a friendly arrangement among themselves 
than by any logical sequence ; while the ever- 
recurring pauses at interesting moments of 
work, wrought a recognition of how caressing 
had been the easy voice, and accumulated a 
lazy disposition to hear it continue. 

Having decked Helwyse for the sacrifice, 
the little man had murmured confidentially in 
his ear, 
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** Hair, sir ? — or beard, sir ? — or both ? — little 
off both, sir ? Just so. Hair first, please, sir. 
Love — ly morning ! " 

And thereupon the artist had begun to clip, 
and coo, and whisk softly about in the highest 
state of barberic joy. As he worked, inspired 
by the curly, flowing, glossy locks which, to his 
eye, called inarticulately for the tools of his 
trade, his undulating monologue welled forth 
until Coleridge might have envied him. Hel- 
wyse listened to the sound, but let the words 
go by to that unknown limbo whither all sounds, 
good or bad, have been flying since time began. 

By and by, the hair was done ; there ensued 
a plying of brushes, a blowing down the neck, 
and a shaking out of the linen apron. 

" Will you cast your eyes on the mirror now, 
sir, please ? " 

" No ! go on and finish first," replied Hel- 
wyse ; and forthwith a cushion was insinuated 
beneath his head, and his feet were elevated 
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upon a rest He heard the preparation of the 
warm lather, and anon the knowing strapping 
of a razor. He put up his hand and stroked 
his beard for the last time, wondering how he 
would look without it 

" Never saw the like before, sir ! must have 
annoyed you dreadful ! " remarked the com- 
miserating barber, as he passed the preparatory 
scissors round his customer's jaw, mowing the 
great golden sheaf at one sweep. He spoke of 
it as of a cancer or some such painful excre- 
scence, the removal of which must be to the 
sufferer a boon unspeakable ! 

Helwyse's face expressed neither anguish 
nor relief; he presently lost himself in thoughts 
of his own, only returning to the perception of 
outward things on being asked by the barber 
whether he, also, had ever attended Camp- 
meetings? the subject evidently being one 
which had been held forth upon for some time 
past. 
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" No ? " continued the little man, who, by 
long practice, had acquired a wonderful knack ot 
interpreting silences : " Well, it's a great thing, 
sir! and a right curious thing experiencing 
religion is, too! A great blessing Fve found 
it, sir ; there's a peace dwells with me, as the 
minister says, right along all the time now. 
Does the razor please you, sir ? Ah ! I was a 
wild and godless being once, though always 
considered smart witk the razor ; Satan never 
took my cunning hand, as the Poet says, away 
from me. Yes, there was a time, sir, when I 
was how-d'y'-do with all the bloods around 
the place, and a good business I used to 
do out of them too, sir; but religion's a 
peace there's no understanding, as the good 
Book says, and if I don't make all I used 
to, I save twice as much, and that's the good 
of it, sir ! Beau-ti-ful chin is yours, sir, I de- 
clare ! " 

" Do you believe in the orthodox faith ? " 
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asked Helwyse : " in miracles, and the Trinity, 
and so forth?" 

" Everything we're told to believe in I be- 
lieve, I hope, sir; and as quick as I hear any- 
thing more, why, I'm ready to believe that also, 
provided only it comes through orthodox chan- 
nels, as the saying is. Ah, sir, it's the unques- 
tioning belief that brings the happiness: I 
wouldn't have anything explained to me — not 
if I could ! and my faith is such that what goes 
against it I never would believe, not if you 
proved it to me in black and white, sir. Lovely 
skin yours, sir, — just like a woman's ! The intel- 
lect is a snare, that's what it is. — Ah, yes I 
You think with me, sir, don't you?" 

But Helwyse had relapsed into silence. The 
little hair-dresser was happy, was he ? happy 
and hopeful, and confident of spiritual progress? 
had no misgivings and feared no danger, — be- 
cause he had eliminated reason from his scheme 
of religion ! Divine reason — could man live 



/' 
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without it ! A snare ? — ^Well, had not Balder 
found it so ? 

True, that was not reason's fault, but his that 
misused reason. True, also that he who be- 
lieved on other's authority, believed not ideas 
but men, and was destitute of self-reliance and 
dignity. Yet the hair-dresser seemed to find 
in that very dependence his best happiness, 
and had built up a factitious self-respect from 
the ruins themselves of true dignity. His po- 
sition was the antipodes of Balder's ; yet, if 
results were evidence, it was tenable and more 
successful. 

This plump superficial smiling little hair- 
dresser was a person of no importance, yet it 
happened to him to modify not only Helwyse's 
external aspect, but the aspect of his mind as 
well — ^by the presentation of a new idea ! For, 
strange to say, Helwyse had never happened to 
doubt that Seraphim were higher than Cherubim, 
or that independence was the only ladder to 
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heaven. To be taught by one avowedly with- 
out intellect is humiliating; but the experience 
of many men will furnish examples of a singular 
disregard of this kind of proprieties ! 

When the shaving was done to the barber's 
satisfaction, he held the mirror before his cus- 
tomer's face. Helwyse looked at the reflection 
narrowly, as was natural, since he was making 
the acquaintance of one who was to be his near 
and inseparable companion. He saw a set of 
features strongly, yet gracefully built, but shorn 
of a certain warm manly attractiveness. The 
immediate visibility of mouth and chin, index of 
so large a part of man's nature, startled him : he 
was dismayed at the ease with which the work- 
ings of emotion might now be traced. Man, 
wholly unveiled to himself, is, indeed, an awful 
spectacle, be the dissection room that of the 
surgeon or of the psychologist. Hardly might 
angels themselves endure it A measure of 
ignorance regarding ourselves is wise, because 
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consciousness of a weakness may lead us to give 
it rein. • Perfect strength can co-exist only 
with perfect knowledge, but neither is at- 
tainable by man. He should pray to be some- 
what screened from himself, lest his sword fail : 
lest the Gorgon's head in his breast change him 
to stone ! 

The gracious abounding veil of Balder*s life 
had vanished, leaving nakedness. Henceforth, 
he must depend on fence, feint and guard, not 
on the downright sword-stroke. For Adam, 
the fig-leaf succeeded innocence as a garment ; 
for Helwyse, artificial address must do duty as 
a fig-leaf The day of guiltless sincerity was 
past ; gone likewise the day of open acknow- 
ledgment of guilt. Now dawned the day of 
counterfeiting — ^not always the shortest of our 
mortal year ! 

On the whole, Helwyse's new face pleased 
him not He felt self-estranged and self-dis- 
trustful. Standing on the borders of a darker 
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land, the thoughts and deeds of his past life 
swarmed in review before him. Many a seeming- 
trifling event now showed as the forewarning 
of harm to come. The day's journey once over, 
we see its issue prophesied by every trumpery 
raven or cloud that we have passed since morn- 
ing. But then, the omens would have read as 
well another way; for nature, like man, is two- 
fold, and can be quoted to Satan's advantage as 
glibly as to God's. 

" Very well done," said Helwyse to the bar- 
ber, passing a hand over the close-cropped head 
and polished chin. " The trouble is that it can- 
not be done once for all ! " 

As the little man smilingly remarked, how- 
ever, the charge was only five cents; and his 
customer paid it and went out, and was seen by 
the hair-dresser to walk listlessly up the street. 
The improvement in his personal appearance 
had not mended his spirits. Indeed, it cannot 
be disguised that his trouble was more serious 
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than a barber's skill "could altogether set 
right. 

Were man potentially omniscient (as Bal- 
der assumed) then might his late deed be no 
crime, but an exercise of prerogative merely. 
But is knowledge of evil, real knowledge ? — God 
is goodness, and man is evil : God knows both 
good and evil : man knows evil — knows himself 
— only; knows God only so far as he ceases to 
be man and admits God. But this simple truth 
becomes confused if we fancy a possible God in 
man. 

This was Balder's difficulty. Possessed of a 
strong comprehensive mind, he made a provi- 
dence of himself; confounded intelligence with 
integrity; used the moral principle, not as a law 
of action, but as a means of insight. The temp- 
tation so to do is strong in proportion as the mind 
is greatly gifted. But experience shows no good 
results from it. Blind moral instinct, if not 
safer, is more comfortable. 
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Not the deed alone, however, but the revela- 
tion that it brought, preyed upon Balder's peace. 
If he were a criminal now, then was the whole 
logic of his past life criminal likewise. The 
deed done yesterday was but the inevitable 
issue of a course of thought extending over 
many yesterdays. Why then had not his pre- 
sent gloom impended also, and warned him in 
time ? — Because, while parleying with the Devil, 
he looks angelic ; but having given our soft- 
spoken interlocutor house-room, he becomes 
direfuUy sincere, to make up for lost time ! — 

On first facing the world in his new guise, 
Helwyse felt embarrassment at his nakedness, 
which he fancied everyone must remark. But 
in fact (as he was not long in discovering) he 
was no longer remarkable; the barber had de- 
stroyed his individuality. It was what he had 
wished, yet his insignificance annoyed him. 
The stare of the world put him out of counte- 
nance; yet when they stopped staring he was 
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Still unsatisfied. What can be the explanation 
of this paradox ? 

Perhaps it was the occasion of his seeking 
the upper part of the city, where houses were 
more scarce, and there were fewer people to be 
unconcerned. He could still be the chief figure 
of country solitudes ! He entered Broadway at 
the point where Grace Church stands, and 
passed along it through the sparsely-inhabited 
region now known as Union Square. The 
cross - streets hereabouts were but roughly 
marked out, and in many instances were left to 
the imagination. On the corner of Twenty- 
third street was a low, whitewashed inn, whose 
spreading roof overshadowed its surround- 
ing balcony. Several farmers' waggons were 
housed beneath the adjoining shed, and one 
was drawn up before the door, while its driver 
conversed with a man in shirt - sleeves and 
straw hat, answering to the name of Corporal 

Thompson. — Did no presentiment of the mighty 
I. N 
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marble palace which now lifts its white walls 
above the roar of three thoroughfares, creep 
into these good people's thoughts or speech ? 
or was their talk only of the price of potatoes 
as affected by the earliness of the season ? — 

Helwyse, perhaps, stopped at Corporal 
Thompson's hospitable little establishment to 
rest himself and get some breakfast ; but 
whether or not, his walk did not end here, but 
continued up Broadway, and, after passing a 
large kitchen - garden on the right (whose 
owner, a stout Dutchman, was pacing down 
the central path, smoking a long-stemmed clay 
pipe, which he occasionally took from his lips 
to growl gutteral orders to the gardeners who 
were stooping here and there among the beds), 
emerged into the open country, where the soli- 
tude was broken only by an Irish shanty here 
and there. 

How long the young man walked he never 
knew; but at length, from the top of a low 
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hill, he looked north-west and saw the gleam 
of Hudson River. He left the road, and, 
striking across the rocky fields, he finally came 
out upon the river-bank. A stony promontory 
jutted out into the water, and on this — having 
clambered to its outer extremity — Helwyse 
sat down, his feet overhanging the swirling 
current. ^ The tide was just past the flood. 

About two hundred yards up stream, to the 
northward, stood a small wooden house on the 
beach, in front of which a shabby old mariner 
was bailing out his boat. Southwards, some 
miles below, curved the shadowed edge of the 
city, a spire mounting here and there, a pen- 
cilled mist of smoke from the chimneys, a fine 
fringe of masts around the furthest point. In 
front of the spectator slid ceaselessly away the 
vast sweep of levelled water, and still came 
undiminished on. The opposing shore was a 
mile distant, its rocky front gradually increasing 
in abruptness and height until lost round the 
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northern curve. But directly opposite the 
Helwyse promontory the stony wall was for 
some way especially precipitous and high, and 
its lofty brink was serried with a thick phalanx 
of trees. 

This spot finally monopolised the adven- 
turer's attention ; had he been in Germany he 
would have looked for the grey towers of a 
castle rising behind the trees. The place 
looked inaccessible 'and romantic, and was 
undeniably picturesque ; New York was far 
enough away to be mistaken for Alexandria, 
while the broad river certainly took its rise in 
as prehistoric an age as the Nile itself. Who 
could say that, in the early morning of the 
world, some chieftain had not built his strong- 
hold here, and fought notable battles, and 
given mighty feasts, and finally married and 
begotten stalwart sons, or a daughter beautiful 
as earth and sky ? Where to-day were her 
youth and beauty, her loving, noble heart, her 
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warm, melodious voice, her eyes full of dark 
light ? Why were there no such women now ? 
— not warped, imperfect, only half alive in body 
and spirit, but charged from the heart outwards 
with pure divine vitality — natures vivid as fire, 
yet serene by strength ! 

" Why did not I live when she lived, to 
marry her?" muttered Helwyse, in a dream. 
** A woman whose infinite variety age could 
not alter nor custom stale ! With a true wife 
I should have fallen into no error. Who can 
comprehend the world if he put half the world 
away ? — Too late. She might have helped me 
rise to greatness, but not to bear disgrace. — 
Ah, Balder Melwyse, my poor fool, you babble 
as if she stood before you to take or to leave ! 
You rise to greatness ? — you never had the 
germs of greatness in you ! You are so little 
that not the goddess Freya herself could have 
made you tall ! What delusion made you be- 
lieve yourself better than any other worm ?" — 
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Through a break not more than a rod or two 
wide in the hedge of trees which lined the 
opposite cliff, it was possible to get a narrow 
glimpse of what lay beyond. A strip of grassy 
lawn extended in front of what seemed to be 
the grey stone corner of a house. The distance 
was too great to make out details, but it looked 
solidly built — not after the modern style. As 
Helwyse gazed, sharpening his eyes to discern 
more clearly, he saw a figure moving across the 
lawn directly towards him. It advanced to the 
very brink, and, pausing there, seemed to return 
his glance. Helwyse could not tell whether it 
were man or woman. Had the river only been 
narrower ! 

The next moment, however, he remembered 
his telescope, and taking it from the case, he 
was at one bound within a hundred yards of 
the western shore ! — Man or woman ? He 
steadied the glass on his knee and looked 
again. A woman, surely, — but how strangely 
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dressed! Such a costume had not been in 
vogue since Damascus was a new name 
in men's mouths. Balder gazed and gazed. 
Accurately to distinguish the features was 
impossible — tantalisingly so ! for the gazer was 
convinced that she was both young and beauti- 
ful. Her motions, her bearing, the graceful 
peculiarity of her garb — a hundred nameless 
evidences made it sure. How delightful to 
watch her in her unconsciousness ! Yet he felt 
a delicacy about thus stealing on her without 
her consent or knowledge. The misgiving 
could not, however, deter him from looking — 
perhaps it gave a zest to the enjoyment. 

" The very princess you were just now 
dreaming of ! " murmured he ; " the most beau- 
tiful and complete woman ! — Would I were the 
prince to win thee ! " 

This aspiration was whispered aloud, as 
though she were within conversable distance. 
Balder could be imaginative enough when the 
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humour took him. Hardly had the whisper 
passed his lips when he saw the princess majes- 
tically turn her lovely head, slowly and heed- 
fully, until her glance directly met his own. 
His cheeks burned! — it was as if she had 
actually overheard him. He saw her stretch 
her arms towards him, and then, with a gesture 
of beautiful ppwer, clasp her hands together, 
and draw them in towards her bosom. 

Prince Balder's hand trembled, the telescope 
slipped ; the quick effort he made to regain it 
lent it an impetus which shot it far into the 
water. It had done its work, and was gone 
. for ever. The beautiful princess was once 
more a vague speck across a mile of rapid 
river ; — now even the speck had moved behind 
the trees and was out of sight. 

The episode had come so unexpectedly and 
so quickly passed, that now it might almost 
seem not to have been at all. But Helwyse 
had yielded himself unreservedly to the spirit 
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of the moment ; following so aptly on the fanci- 
ful creation of his thought, the apparition had 
for him a peculiar significance. The abrupt 
disappearance afflicted him like a positive loss. 

Did he then soberly believe himself and the 
princess to have exchanged glances, — ^not to 
speak of thoughts, — across a river a mile wide ? 
— Perhaps he merely courted a fancy from which 
the test of reason was deliberately withheld. 
Spirits not being amenable to material laws, 
what was the odds (so far as interchange of 
spiritual sentiments was concerned) whether the 
prince and princess were separated by miles or 
by inches ? 

But however plausible the fancy, it was now 
over. Helwyse lay back upon the rock, drew 
his hat over his eyes, folded his hands beneath 
his head, and appeared to sleep. 



XIV. 

THE TOWER OF BABEL. 

In a perfect state of society, when people will 
think and act in harmony with only the purest 
aesthetic laws, a knowledge of stenography and 
photography will be all-sufficient to the crea- 
tion of perfect works of art. But until that 
epoch comes, the artist must be content, 
(under pain of redundancy and confusion,) 
to do the grouping, toning and proportion- 
ing of his picture for himself. People now- 
a-days seldom do or think the right thing at 
the fitting moment ; insomuch that the historian 
of their lives, if he will make himself intelligible, 
must exercise his own discretion in the arrange- 
ment of his materials. 

Now, in view of the rough shaking which 
late events had given Balder Helwyse and his 
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opinions, it is doing no violence to probability 
to suppose him improving the first quiet moment 
to pass those opinions in review. And it would 
be easy, by a glance at the magic ring, to repro- 
duce his meditations just as they passed through 
his brain. But it seems preferable, on grounds 
of brevity and pertinence, to recall a dialogue 
which had taken place about three years before. 
Balder and his father were then in the north 
of England, and the latter (who never con- 
cerned himself with any philosophy save of the 
plainest and most practical sort) , was not a little 
startled at an analogy drawn by his son between 
the cloud-cap on Helvellyn's head, and the 
Almighty ! Premising that the cloud-cap in 
question, although apparently stable, was in 
fact the effect of the continuous passage of 
warmer air through a cold region about the 
summit of the mountain, whereby it was con- 
densed into visibility for a moment, and then 
swept on : — having premised this, and disregard- 
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ing the elder's remark, that he didn't believe a 
word of it : — Balder went on to affirm that God 
was only a set of attributes — the perfection, in 
fact, of all human attributes, and not an indi- 
vidual at all. 

" And what has that to do with your cloud- 
making theory ? " demanded Thor with scorn. 

** These perfect attributes," replied Balder, 
unruffled, " correspond to the region of conden- 
sation-— the cold place, you understand." 

"Oh, do they? Well?" 

" The constant condensation of the warm 
current from below, corresponds to the taking 
on of these attributes by a ceaseless succession 
of human souls. In filling out the Divine 
character, they lose their identity, and so pass 
on to make room for others." 

" And what are the attributes ?" 

" They are ineffable, — they are omniscience, 
— the comprehension of the whole idea of the 



universe." 
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* ' You expect me to believe that, eh ? " 
growled Thor. 

" If I could believe you understood it, dear 
old sceptic ! " returned Balder with affectionate 
irreverence, throwing his arm across his father's 
broad shoulders. " I say that every soul of 
right capacity, living for culture, and not afraid 
of itself, will reach at last that highest point. 
It is the sublime goal of man, and no human 
life is complete unless in gaining it. Many fail, 
but not all. I will not ! — No, I am not blasphe- 
mous : I think life not worth having without a 
definite aim, and that the highest conceivable." 

Thor, having stared in silence at his descen- 
dant, came forth with a stentorian viking laugh, 
which Balder bore with perfect good humour. 

" Ho, ho ! the devil's in you, boy ! — in those 
black eyes of yours — ho, ho ! No other Hel- 
wyse ever had such eyes or such ideas either ! 
Well, supposing you passed the condensation 
point, what becomes of you then ? " 
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Balder, who was entirely in earnest about the 
matter, answered gravely, 

" I cease to be ; but what was I, becomes 
the pure life-giving spiritual substance, and 
enters into fresh personalities, and passes up 
and through again, in endless circulation." 

" Hum ! and how with the evil ones, boy ? " 

" As with all waste matter : they are cast 
aside, and sink gradually into annihilation as 
distinct souls : but they may still manure the 
soil, and so involuntarily help the growth of 
others. And thus sooner or later, in one form 
or another, all come into use." 

" For all I see, then," quoth Thor, " your 
devils and your Gods come to the same end." 

" There is much the same difference," retorted 
the philosopher, " as between light and the 
earth ; both help flowers to grow, but light gives 
colour and beauty, earth only the base material. 
I would rather be the light ! " 

" Another thing," proceeded Thor, ignoring 
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this distinction, "admitting everything else, 
how do you account for your region of conden- 
sation ? " 

" From the necessity of perfection," said 
Balder, after some consideration. " There 
would be no meaning in existence unless it 
tended towards a supreme condition. But you 
have hit upon the question which nobody can 
fully answer." 

Thor shook his head and tossed his huge 
grizzled beard. " German University humbug," 
growled he. " Get you into a scrape some day, 
boy ; the cloud's not made in that way, I tell 
you ! — Come, let's go back to the inn." 

" Take my arm," said Balder ; and as they 
descended the spur of the mountain together, 
he added lovingly, " 111 never bring any 
clouds across your sky, my dear old man ! " 
So the hospitable inn received them. 

The discussion was never renewed between 
the two; but Balder held to his creed. He 
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elaborated and fortified what had been mere 
outline before. No dogma can be conceived 
which many circumstances will not seem to 
confirm and justify. But we cannot attempt to 
keep abreast of Balder's deductions. There 
are as many theological systems as individual 
souls, and save by its originator no system can 
be wholly apprehended. 

Mastery of men and things, — ^suprem.e know- 
ledge to the end of supreme power, — such 
seems to have been his ambition; an ambition 
too abstract and lofty to admit much rivalry. 
Nature and human nature were at once his 
laboratory and his instruments. His senses 

m 

were to him the outlets of divinity. — The good 
and evil of such a scheme hardly need pointing 
out. It was the apotheosis of self-respect; 
but self-respect raised to such a height becomes 
self- worship : human vision dazzles at the awful 
sublimity of the prospect ; in the moment 
of greatest weakness the soul arrogates power 
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invincible — and so falls ! For, the mightier 
man is, the more seems he to need the support 
of a mightier Man than he can ever be. 

No doubt. Balder had often found himself 
assailed by doubts and weariness; the path had 
seemed too arduous and too long, and he had 
secretly pined for some swift means of issue 
from perplexity and delay. In such a moment 
was it that the voice of darkness gained his ear, 
and, like a Will-o'-the-Wisp, lured him to 
calamity. Verily, it is not easy to be God. 
The builders only of the Tower of BaJ^el know 
the awfulness of its overthrow ! 

Haider's spirit lay prostrate among the ruins, 

too stunned and bewildered to see the reasons 

or justice of his overthrow. Such a condition 

is dangerous ; for, the deeper part of the mind 

being either occupied with its disaster or 

stupefied by it, the surface is readily moved 

to folly or extravagance, to deeds and thoughts 

which a saner moment would ridicule. Well 
I. o 
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is it, then, if our blind steps are guided to 
a better foothold than we know how to choose 
for ourselves. Angels are said to be peculiarly 
watchful over men in sleep : perhaps also dur- 
ing the darkness consequent upon moral per- 
version. 



XV. 



CffAHON'S FERRY. 
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gonally across stream. For, Balder having 
charged his imagination with castles, warlike 
chieftains, and beautiful princesses, had finally 
arrived at the conclusion that the stone house 
was an enchanted stronghold, the figure he had 
seen an imprisoned lady, himself a knight-errant 
bound to rescue her and give the wicked en- 
chanter his deserts. This fancy possessed his 
brain more vividly than do realities many men. 
The plumed helmet was on his head, he glit- 
tered with shining arms and sword, his heart 
warmed and throbbed with visions of conflict 
and bold emprise. The commonplace surround- 
ings assumed an aspect of grandeur and stateli- 
nfess in harmony with his chivalric mania. The 
leaky craft in which he sate became a majestic 
barge, the skipper, some wrinkled Charon, who 
doubdess had ferried many a brave knight to 
his death beneath yonder castle's walls. No 
birch stump was that - on the shore, but the 
castle champion, ready with silver armour and 
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drawn sword to do battle against all comers. — 
Trim thy sail, ferryman, and steer with thy 
best cunning. 

That kind of insanity which sees in outward 
manifestation the fantasies of the mind, is an 
affection incident at certain times to every one. 
The artist sees beauty in a landscape, the 
artisan in pulleys and levers, and either is so 
far insane in the eyes of the other. Nature 
discovers grandeur, beauty, truth, according as 
the quality abides in the seer. In this view 
Balder or Don Quixote was no more insane 
than other people. Their eyes bore true wit- 
ness to what was in their minds, and the sanest 
eyes can do no more. Their minds were out 
of focus, perhaps; but who can cast the first 

stone ? 

The skipper, masquerading as Charon, was 
lean, brown, and wrinkled : neither complete 
nor clean of garb, and bulging as to one lank 
cheek with a quid of tobacco. During the 
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first minutes he sat silent, dividing his attention 
between his boat and his passenger. 

"Whereabouts will yer land, Captain?" he 
asked when they were fairly under way. 

" Wherever there is a path upwards. Who 
is the owner of the castle ? " 

" The castle ? Well, there ain't many rightly 
knows just what his name is," drawled Charon, 
cocking his grey eye rather quizzically. *' Some 
says one thing, some another. I have heard 
tell, now, that he was Davy Jones himself!" 

" Have you ever seen him ? " 

" Well, I don't know : I've seen something 
that might have been him, — but there's no tell- 
ing ; he can fix himself up to look like pretty 
much anything, they say. There ain't many 
calls up at the castle, whoever he is ! " 

"Why not?" 

"Well, there's a big wall all around the 
place for one thing, and never a gate in it ; so 
without yer dives under ground and up 
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^ST^m, there don't seem no easy way of getting 
in." 

*' Does the owner never come out then ? " 
"Well, he can get out, I expect, when he 
'Wants to," answered the wrinkled humourist, 
with a weather-beaten grin. '' They do say he 
whips off on a broomstick about once a month, 
and steers for Bos-ton ! " His fashion of utter- 
ance was a leisurely sing-song, H^e the roll of a 
vessel anchored in a ground-swell. 

"What does he go there for?" demanded 
Prince Balder, w^ith the air of finding nothingr 
extravagant or improbable in the sailor^s yarns ; 
and the latter, a little in doubt as to whether 
his interlocutor \vere a simpleton or a " deep 
one," said, — ^after a pause to replenish his ima.gri. 

nation perhaps, 

"Well, in course I knows nothing wHat 
he does ; but they do say he coasts aroiii^^ 
to all the ho-tels and overhauls th^ ^^^g. 
He's been laying to for some one tii^c^^ae 
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twenty year. My idea it's about time he 
hailed him !" 

"What does he want with him ?" 
" Well, yer see, what folks say is, this chap 
had played some game off on Davy, so Davy 
he puts a rod in pickle, and vows he'd be 
even with the chap yet ! 

"Yer see — I'll tell yer," continued Charon, 
leaning forward on his knee and speaking con- 
fidentially : " just as this chap was putting off, 
— with some of Davy's belongings, likely, — 
Davy he up and cut a slice of his flesh and 
blood off him. Well, he takes this slice and 
fixes it up one way and another, and makes a 
witch out of it, handsome as she can be, 
enough to draw a chap's heart right through 
his jacket. Now, being as she's his own flesh 
and blood, d'yer see, this chap I'm telling yer 
on 's bound to come back after her afore he 
dies. Well, soon as Davy gets hold on him, 
he ups with him to the castle yonder, and outs 
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^with the witch. * Here yer are, my dear 
friend/ says he (as civil as may be), 'here's 
yer own flesh and blood a-waiting for yer!' 
^Vell, the chap he grabs for her; and once he 
touches her, there ain't no letting go no more- 
Off she starts on her broomstick, he along 

behind, till they gets over Hellgate"^ 

(Ch2ux>n checked himself, made an ominous 
doivnward gesture with his forefinger, axid 
emphasised it by spitting solenmly to leeward.) 

" Did you ever meet him — ^this man ?" aslc^d 
Helivyse, rousing himself from a brown stvid-v^ 
and looking Charon in the eyes. 

"Well, now, I couldn't tell for certain a.^ -^^ 
ever met him," replied the other, returning ^^^ 
look with an odd wrinkling of the featvir-«>^ 
" But it's nigh on twenty year that 1 feitioA^ 
a ma.n au:ross this very spot, and back ao 
the evening, that might have been him. 
ways he was the last caller ever 1 torvV^ ^^^ 
to that house!" ^^^r 



i 
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" I am the first since he, eh ?" 

" Well, yer are ; and. Captain — no offence to 
you, but, excepting for a heap of hair he had, 
he was like enough to you to be your twin- 
brother!" 

"Yes, or even myself! — ^and so Davy Jones 
goes by the name of Doctor Glyphic in these 
parts, does he ?" said Balder, with a sudden 
incisive smile and glance, which quite cut 
through the old ferryman's self-possession. 
The boat at the same moment glided into a 
little cove, and the passenger jumped ashore. 
Charon stood touching his weather-stained hat 
deferentially, too much alarmed and mysti- 
fied to speak. But the fare which Helwyse 
handed him restored his voice. 

" Thankee, Captain — thank yer kindly ; hope 
no offence, Captain — a chap picks up a deal of 
gossip in twenty years, and" 

" No offence in the world ! I take you for a 
powerful enchanter, who seems to steer one 
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way while he is taking his passenger in another. 
— Where are you bound ?" 

" Well, I was dropping down a bit to see if 
the schooner ain't around yet. She'd ought to 
be in by now, if nothing ain't runned into her 
in the fog.'' 

" The schooner ' Resurrection,' — ^began Hel- 
wyse — ^and seeing that he had hit the mark, 
he continued — "was run into last night, on 
Long Island Sound. She had her bowsprit 
carried away; but no serious damage was 
done, and she'll be in by night if the wind 
holds." 

With this the young man bade the awed 
and humbled old yarn-spinner farewell, not 
without enjoyment of his bewilderment, and 
turned to the zig-zag path which climbed the 
bank. A few vigorous minutes brought him 
to the summit, whence, facing round, he saw 
the broad river crawl beneath him, the little 
boat, with Charon in the stern, drifting down- 
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wards, and the whole rough length of Man- 
hattan Island beyond. 

A few days before Thor Helwyse's departure 
for Europe — some four years after his wife's 
death, — he had left a certain little boy and girl 
in charge of the nurse (a woman in whose 
faithfulness he placed the greatest confidence), 
and had crossed over from Brooklyn to New 
Jersey to say good-bye to brother Hiero. Re- 
turning at night, he found one of the children 
(his son Balder) locked up alone in the nursery. 
The nurse and the little girl had disappeared, 
nor did Thor ever again set eyes on either of 
them. 

Balder, as he grew up, often questioned his 
father concerning events which had happened 
further back than his childish memory ex- 
tended; and, among other stories, no doubt 
this of the farewell visit to Uncle Glyphic had 
often been related, with all the details. By no 
miracle, therefore, but simply by an acute 



Charon's ferry. 221 



mental process, associating time, place, and 
description together, was he enabled so to 
dumfounder old Charon. 

Embarking on a phantom quest, his brain 
full of whimsical visions, Balder had thus 
unexpectedly stepped into the path of his 
legitimate affair. The accident (for no better 
reason, perhaps, than that it was such) inspired 
him with a superficial cheerfulness. He had 
landed some distance below his uncle Glyphic's ' 
house, — for such it was, — ^and he now took his 
way towards it through a thick growth of trees 
and underbrush. The house was so situated, 
and was surrounded by so dense an array of 
foliage, as to be visible from no point in the 
vicinity. Had the site been selected with a 
view to concealment, the builder could not have 
chosen better. Remembering the eccentricity 
of his uncle's character, as portrayed in many an 
anecdote. Balder would not have been surprised 
to find him living underground, or in a pyramid. 
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On arriving at the wall whereof the ferryman 
had told him, he found it a truly formidable 
affair, some twelve feet in height, and built of 
brick. To scale it without a ladder was impos- 
sible ; but Balder, never doubting there vras a 
gate somewhere, set out in search of it. 

It was tiresome walking over the uneven 
ground, and through the obstructions of 
stumps, bushes, and branches. The tall brick 
barrier seemed to be as interminable as it was 
unbroken. How many houses, thought Bal- 
der, might have been built with the material 
thus wasted ! If he ever came into possession 
of the place, he resolved to give the brick to 
his friend Charon, that he might replace his 
wooden shanty with something more durable 
and convenient. It must have taken a fortune 
to build such a wall, and were the enclosure 
proportionately valuable, it was worth crossing 
the ocean to see it — Still more wall ! There 
had been fully a mile of it already, and yet 
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further it rambled on through leafy thickets, 
with no signs of a gate. 

" I believe the devfl really does live here !" 
exclaimed Balder, in impatient heat : " the only 
way to the other side is by flying over on a broom- 
stick, or diving underground, as Charon said !'* 

Stumbling onwards a few rods further, he sud- 
denly came again upon the river-bank, having 
traversed the whole length of the wall. There 
was actually . no getting through ! The castle 
was impregnable. 

Helwyse seated himself at the foot of a tall 
birch tree, which grew three or four yards from 
the base of the wall. 

" How does my uncle manage about his 
butcher and baker, I wonder! He might 
at least have provided a derrick for victu- 
alling his stronghold. Perhaps he hauls his 
provisions up by ropes over the face of the 
cliff. No doubt Charon knew about it Shall 
I go down and look ? " 
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It was provoking, having come so far to call 
upon a relative, to be put off with a mile or two 
of inhospitable brick 1 The gate must have 
been walled up since his father's time, for Thor 
had never mentioned any deficiency in that 
respect But Balder's determination was piqued, 
not to speak of his curiosity. Had the path 
from Mr MacGentle's office to uncle Hiero's 
door been straight and unobstructed, the young 
man might have wandered aside and never 
reached the end of it at all. As it was, he was 
goaded into resolving to see his uncle at all 
hazards. An additional spur was the thought 
of the gracious apparition that he had seen, — or 
dreamed he had seen, — ^from the further bank of 
the river. Had she indeed been but an appari- 
tion ? or was she the sole reality amidst the 
throng of fantasies evoked by his overwrought 
mind ? beaconing him through misty errors to 
a fate better than he knew. — In all seriousness, 
who could she be ? Charon's enigmatic hints 
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about witches bore no meaning to Balder's 
mind. Was it possible that his uncle had 
crowned his eccentricity by marriage, and beget- 
ting a daughter i^ — 

These speculations were interrupted by the 
clear joyous note of a bird just above his head : 
such a note as might have been uttered by a 
paradisical cuckoo, with the breath of a brighter 
world in its throat. Looking up, he saw a 
beautiful little fowl perched upon the topmost 
twig of the tree against which he was leaning. 
It had a slender bill, and a splendid crest of 
feathers on its head, which it set up at Balder 
in a most coquettish manner. The next moment 
it flew over the wall, and warbled from the 
further side an invitation to follow ! 

Although he could not fly, Balder reflected 

that he could climb, and that the top of the tree 

could show him what was on the other side of 

the wall, albeit it might not transport him thither. 

The birch appeared to be tolerably climbable, 
I. P 
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and was high enough for all purposes. 
As to its toughness, he thought not about it. 
— Beneath what frivolous guises does destiny 
mark her approach ! Discretion is a virtue, yet 
had Balder been discreet enough to examine 
the tree before getting in to it — the ultimate 
consequences are incalculable ! 

As it was (and marvelling why he had not 
thought of it before), he set stoutly to work, 
and soon, in spite of his jack-boots, was among 
the upper branches. The tree trembled and 
groaned, but he heeded it not. There was 
the bird (an Egyptian bird it was, the hoopoe, 
descendant of a pair brought from the Nile a 
quarter of a century before by Dr Glyphic), the 
hoopoe was fluttering and warbling and setting 
its brilliant cap at him more captivatingly than 
ever. A glance over the enclosure revealed 
a beautifully fertile and luxuriant expanse, 
damasked with soft green grass, and studded 
with flowers and trees. A few hundred yards 
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away, billowed the white tops of an apple orchard 
in full bloom. Southward, half seen through 
boughs and leaves, rose an anomalous structure 
of brick, glass, and stone, which could only be 
the famous house upon the designing and 
erecting of which old Hiero Glyphic had spent 
years and fortunes. 

The tract was like an oasis amidst a forbid- 
ding land. The soil had none of the sandy or 
clayey consistency peculiar to New Jersey, but 
was deep and rich as an English valley. The 
sunshine rested more warmly and mellowly here 
than elsewhere. The southerly breeze acquired 
a tropical flavour in loitering across it. The 
hoopoe, which had seemed out of place on the 
hither side of the wall, now looked as much at 
home as though the Hudson had indeed been 
the Nile. 

"My uncle has certainly succeeded wonder- 
fully well in transporting a piece of Egypt to 
America," said Balder to himself. " Were I 
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on the other side of the wall, no doubt I would 
appreciate that also ! ** 

The hoopoe responded encouragingly, the 
birch tree cracked, and Balder felt to his dismay 
that it was tottering beneath him. There was 
no time to clamber down again. With a long 
creak the faithless birch gave way, and leaned 
slowly through the air. There was nothing to 
be done but to go with it: but Balder, even 
as he descended, was able to imagine how 
absurd he must appear. The tree fell, but 
was intercepted at half its height by the 
top of the wall. The upper part of the 
stem, with its human fruit still attached to 
it, bent bow-like towards the earth, the 
trunk not being quite separated from the 
root 

Helwyse had managed to maintain his pre- 
sence of mind thus far, and now glancing down- 
wards, he saw the ground not eight feet below 
him. He loosed his hold,— — ^and stood un- 
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harmed in the soft grass ! The birch tree had 
been his broomstick. Meanwhile, the hoopoe, 
with a triumphant note, flew off towards the 

■ 

house to tell the news. 



XVI. 

LEGENDS AND CHRONICLES. 

HiERO Glyphic's house did not come into the 
world complete at a birth, but was the result of 
an irregular growth progressing through many 
years. It was originally a single-gabled edifice 
of brick, possessing no other peculiarity than 
that it was brick instead of wooden. Here, red 
and unornamented as the house itself, the future 
Egyptologist was bom. The parallel between 
him and his dwelling was maintained more or 
less closely so long as they existed. 

He was the first pledge of affection between 
his mother and father; and he was also the last, 
for shortly after his arrival, the latter parent, (a 
retired undertaker by profession,) failed from this 
world. The widow Glyphic was much younger 
than her spouse, and handsome to boot; never- 
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theless, it was several years before she married 
again. Her second lord was likewise an elderly 
retired business man ; but he differed from her 
first in being enormously wealthy. The issue 
of this union was a daughter, — the Helen of our 
story, — a pretty, dark-eyed little thing, petted 
and indulged by all the family, and reigning 
undisputed over all. 

Meanwhile, the old house had been deserted, 
Mrs Glyphic, upon her second marriage, having 
accompanied her husband to his more ambitious 
home in Brooklyn. But as years went on, 
Hiero (or, as he was then called, Henry) 
took it into his round head to return 
to the original family mansion and live there. 
No objection was made to this desire: in 
truth, Henry's oddities, awkwardnesses, and 
propensity to meddle with queer branches of re- 
search and experiment, may have helped allay 
the parting-pangs. Back he blundered, there- 
fore, to the banks of the Hudson, and established 
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himself in his birth-place. What he did there 
during the next few years will never be known. 
Many grisly stories concerning the man in the 
brick house were current among the country- 
people. A devil was said to be his familiar 
friend ; nay, it was whispered that he was him- 
self the Arch Fiend ! Nothing positively super- 
natural however, or even unholy, was ever 
proved to have taken place. The recluse had 
the command of as much money as he could 
spend, and no doubt he wrought with it miracles 
incomprehensible to the vulgar. His mind, be 
it remarked, had no more real depth than a 
cracked looking-glass, and its images were 
similarly disjointed and confused: never- 
theless, it was capable of reflecting much frag- 
mentary truth and beauty. There are many 
such men alive, but few possess unlimited 
means of carrying their whimsicalities into 
execution. 

During this, which may be called the second. 
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period of Glyphic's life, he made several anoma- 
lous additions to the brick house, all after de- 
signs of his own. He, moreover, furnished it 
throughout in a manner that made the uphol- 
sterer stare. Each room, — ^so reads the legend, 
— was fitted up in a style representative of a par- 
ticular country, — according to Glyphic s notions 
of it. He was said to take up his quarters m 
one room or another, according as it was his 
whim to be a Spaniard, a Turk, a Russian, a 
Hindoo, a Chinaman. He also devoted himself 
to gardening, and enclosed some seven hundred 
acres of ground adjoining the house with a pic- 
ket-fence — the forerunner of the famous brick 
wall. The whole tract was dug out and 
manured to the depth of many feet, till it was 
by far the most fertile spot in the State. The 
larger trees were not disturbed, but the lesser 
ones gave place to new and rare varieties, 
mostly imported from foreign countries. Gor- 
geous were the flowers, like banks of suivset 
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clouds : the lawns showed the finest turf out of 

ff 

England. There was a kitchen-garden, too, 
rich and extensive enough to feed an army of 
epicures all their lives. In short, the place was 
a concentrated extract of the world at large, 
where one might at the same moment be a re- 
cluse and a cosmopolitan. Here might one live 
independent of the world, yet sipping the cream 
thereof : and might easily persuade himself that 
all beyond those seven hundred acres was a 
shadow, — the diffused reflection of the 
concrete existence between the cliff and the 
picket-fence. 

But to this second period, finally succeeded 
the third — that which saw the birth and growth 
of the great Egyptian mania. Its exact natal 
moment is undetermined ; perhaps it was a 
gradual accretion. Mr Glyphic's relatives in 
Brooklyn were one day electrified by the news 
that the quondam Henry's real name was 
Hiero, and that Hiero purposed instant de- 
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parture for Egypt. Before going, however, he 
built the brick wall round his estate, shutting it 
out forever from human eyes. Then he van- 
ished, and for nine years was seen no more. 

His return was heralded by the arrival at the 
port of New- York of a mountain of freight, de- 
scribed in the invoice as the property of Doctor 
Hiero Glyphic, of New Jersey. The boxes, as 
they stood piled together on the wharf, could 
have furnished timber sufficient to build a small 
town. They held the fruits of Hiero Glyphic's 
antiquarian researches. 

The Doctor himself — (where he picked up his 
learned title is unknown) — ^was accompanied by 
a slender, swarthy young factotum answering to 
the name of Manetho. He was introduced to 
the Brooklyn relatives as the pupil, assistant, 
and adopted son of Hiero Glyphic. The lat- 
ter, though physically broadened, browned and 
thickened by his travels, was intellectually just 
the same good-natured fussy flighty original as 
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ever : shallow, enthusiastic, incoherent, energetic. 

He and his adopted son shut themselves up 
behind the brick wall; but it soon trans- 
pired that extensive additions were making 
to the old house. Beyond this elementary 
fact, conjecture had the field to herself: 
for all the architects and builders were men 
imported from another State and sworn to 
secrecy; while the high wall and the hedge of 
trees baffled prying eyes. Great quantities of red 
granite, and many blocks of precious marbles 
were understood to be using in the work. The 
opinion gained ground that such an Oriental 
palace was building as never had been seen out- 
side an Arabian fairy-tale. 

By and by all was done and the workmen 
disappeared; but whoever hoped that now the 
mystery would be revealed, and the Oriental 
palace be made the scene of a gorgeous house- 
warming — was doomed to disappointment. The 
dwellers behind the wall emerged not from their 
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seclusion, nor were others invited to relieve it. 
In course of time Doctor Glyphic's worthy step- 
father died; the mother and sister, however, 
still occupied the Brooklyn house up to the 
time of the former's death, which took place a 
few years afterwards. Then Helen came to 
live with her brother, and the Brooklyn house 
was put under lock and key, and so remained 
until Helen's marriage, when it was set in order 
for the bridal pair. But Thor's wife died as 
they were on the point of moving thither, and 
he sold it four years later and left America for 
ever. 

After his departure less was known than 

ever of what went on behind the brick wall. 

The iron gate was removed, and the space 

filled in w^ith masonry. No one was ever seen 

to enter the enclosure or to leave it, though it 

was supposed that, by some means or other 

communication was occasionally had with the 

outside w^orld. But as knowledge dwindled 
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legend grew, and many were the wild tales told 
about the invisible Doctor and his foster-son. 
In his youthful days the former had been 
suspected of simple witchcraft : he was not let 
off so easily now. Manetho was at first dubbed 
a Genie, whom the Doctor had brought from 
Egypt. Afterwards it was whispered that the 
two were one and the same demon, who, by 
means of some infernal jugglery, was able to 
appear as two persons during the day-time, but 
at night resumed his undivided shape, and 
played all manner of unholy pranks. 

By another version. Doctor Glyphic had died 
in Egypt, but not before bargaining with the 
Prince of Darkness that his lifeless body should 
return home in charge of its condemned soul, 
under the guise of Manetho. In day-light, 
affirmed these theorists, the body was inspired 
with phantom life, but became a mummy at 
night, when the condemned soul suffered tor- 
ments till morning, and then the ghastly drama 
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began anew. This condition of things must 
continue until the sun shone all night long 
within the brick-wall enclosure. 

A third more modified account was the one 
we have already listened to from Charon's lips ; 
and he perhaps built upon a broader basis of 
fact than did some of the other yarn-spinners. 
But under whatever form the legend appeared, 
there was always mingled with it a vague hint 
— a mysterious whisper — relating to the alleged 
presence in the Doctor's tomb (so the enclosure 
was nick-named) of an apparition wearing the 
female form. What or whence she was, no 
one pretended soberly to conjecture. Even 
her personal appearance was the subject of 
vehement dispute, some maintaining her to be 
of more than human beauty, while others swore 
by their heads that she was so hideous fire 
would not burn her! These damned her for 
a malignant witch ; those upheld her as a 
heavenly angel, urged by love divine to ex- 
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piate, through voluntary suffering, the name- 
less crimes of the demoniac Doctor; but 
unless the redemption were effected within 
a certain time, she must be swallowed up 
with him in common destruction. Were the 
how and why of these alternatives called in 
question, the answer was a wise shake of the 
head! 

The gentle reader will believe no one of the 
fantastic legends here recorded ; possibly they 
were not believed by their very fabricators. 
They are useful only as tending to show the 
kind of moral atmosphere surrounding the 
house and its occupants. There is sometimes 
a subtile symbolic element inwoven with such 
tales, which, though not the truth, helps us to 
an understanding of the truth when we come 
to know it. Moreover, the fanciful parts of 
history are to the facts, as clouds to a land- 
scape — the picture is not complete without 
them; they aid in bringing out the distances, 
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and cast shadows* or lights over tracts el^e 
harsh and bare. 

Beyond what he had gathered from the 
ancient mariner, Balder Helwyse knew nothing 
of these fearful fables ; and this perhaps ac- 
counted for the boldness with which he pur- 
sued his way towards the mysterious house, 
following in the airy wake of the bright- 
throated little hoopoe. 



I. 



XVII. 



FACE TO FACE, 



The ground -plan of the house was like a 
capital H, placed endwise towards the river. 
The northern side consisted of the original 
brick building, and the additions of the second 
period ; the southern was that stone edifice 
which so few persons had ever been lucky 
enough to see. The central piece held the 
great entrance-hall and staircase, heavily pan- 
nelled with dark oak, and flagged with squares 
of black and white marbles. 

The entrance-hall opened eastward into a 
generous conservatory, filling the whole wide 
space between the wings at that end. The 
corresponding western court was devoted to the 
roomy portico : two or three steps led up to a 
marble platform, twenty feet deep, and nearly 
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twice as wide, protected by a lofty roof, sup- 
ported on slender Moorish columns. Crossing 
this, one came to the main door of the house, 
which was likewise Moorish in its arch and 
ornamentation. Considered room by room, and 
apartment by apartment, the house was good, 
and sometimes beautiful ; taken as a whole, it 
was the craziest amalgamation of incongruities 
ever conceived by human brain. 

Balder, approaching from the north, trod 
enjoyingly the silken grass. No misgiving had 
he ; his uncle would hardly be from home, nor 
would he be apt to discredit his nephew's 
identity. His face had already been evidence 
sufficient to more than one former knower of 
his father : — why not also to his. uncle ? 

The house was more than half-a-mile distant 
in a direct line from the birch tree, and pre- 
sented an imposing appearance ; but, on draw- 
ing near, the odd architectural discrepancies 
became noticeable. Side by side with the 
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prosy Americanism of the brick wing sprang 
the graceful Moorish columns of the portico; 
while beyond uprose, in massive granite, 
quaintly inscribed and carved, and strength- 
ened by heavy pilasters, the ponderous Egyp- 
tian features of the southern side. The latter 
was neither storeyed nor windowed, and, as 
Balder conjectured, probably comprised but a 
single vast room, lighted from within. 

Meanwhile there were no signs of an inha- 
bitant either in the house or out of it. It had, 

in parts, an air of emptiness and neglect — not 
exactly as though gone to seed, but as if little 
human love and care had been lavished there. 
The deep-set windows of the brick wing, like 
the sunken eyes of an old woman, peered at 
the visitor with dusky forlornness. Lonely and 
stern, on the other hand, stood the Egyptian 
pilasters, as though unaccustomed to the eye 
of man ; the hieroglyphics running round the 
cornice intensified the impression of desertion. 
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As the young man set foot within the portico, 
he laid his hand on one of the slender pillars, 
to assure himself that it was real, and not a 
vision. Cool. solid marble met his grasp — the 
building did not vanish in a peal of thunder, 
with an echo of demoniac laughter. — Yes, all 
was real ! 

But the stillness was impressive ; and Balder 
struck the pillar sharply with the palm of his 
hand, merely for the sake of hearing a noise. 
There was no answering sound ; so after a 
moment's hesitation he walked forwards to the 
door, which stood ajar, purposing to call in the 
aid of bell and knocker. Neither of these civi- 
lised appliances was to be found. While de- 
bating whether to use his voice, or to go in and 
use his eyes, the joyous warble of the hoopoe 
fell on his ear from within ; an instant after- 
wards came an answering note, deeper, sweeter, 
and stronger; it thrilled through to Balder's 
heart, bringing to his mind, by some obscure 
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process, the figure he had seen standing above 
the cliff. 

He crossed the oak-panelled hall (where the 
very essence of mediaeval England lingered), 
and came to the threshold of the conservatory. 
It was a scene confusedly beautiful. The air, 
as it touched his face, was tropically warm, 
and indolent with the voluptuous fragrance of 
flowers and plants. Luxuriant shrubs with 
broad-drooping leaves stood motionless in the 
heat. Two palm-trees uplifted their heavy 
plumes forty feet aloft on slender stems, brush- 
ing the high glass roof In the midst of the 
conservatory a pool slumbered between rocky 
margins, overgrown with a profusion of reeds, 
grasses, and water-plants. There floated the 
giant leaves and blossoms of the tropical water- 
lily; and on a fragment of rock rising above 
the surface dozed a small crocodile, not more 
than four feet long, but looking as old, dried- 
up, and coldly cruel as sin itself. 
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The place looked like an Indian jungle ; 
Balder half expected to see the glancing spots 
of a tiger crouching beneath the over-arching 
leaves, or a naked savage with bow and arrows. 
But amidst all this vegetable luxuriance ap- 
peared no human being, — no animal save the 
crocodile. Whence, then, that melodious voice 
— the clear essence of Nature's sweetest utter- 
ances ? 

In the left side of the conservatory was a 
door, the entrance to the Egyptian temple. It 
was square and heavy-browed, flanked by short 
thick columns rising from a base of sculptured 
papyrus-leaves, and terminating in lotus-flower 
capitals. Three marble steps mounted to the 
threshold, while on either side a sphinx reclined 
in polished granite. On the deep panels of the 
door were mystic emblems carved in relief. A 
line of hieroglyphics inscribed the lintel in 
colours deep blue, red, and black ; to what pur- 
port Balder could not divine. 
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In the opposite side of the conservatory was 
a corresponding door, veiled by ample folds of 
silken tapestry, cunningly hand-worked with the 
representation of a moon half- veiled in clouds, 
shining athwart a stormy sea. A labouring 
ship was by her light warned off the lee- 
ward rocks. This room was one of the later 
additions, and by its external promise might 
have been the bower of some fashionable beauty 
thousands of years ago. 

Balder looked from one of these doors to the 
other, doubting at which to apply. The tapestry 
curtain of that on the right was swept aside at 
the base, leaving a small passage clear to the 
room beyond ; in this opening suddenly ap- 
peared the bright crested head and eyes of the 
hoopoe, peeping mischievously at the intruder : 
who forthwith stepped down into the conserva- 
tory, holding out to the little bird a friendly 
finger. The bird eyed him critically, then 
launched itself in the air, alighted on a spray 
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just above his head, and warbled out its bril- 
liant call. 

Hereupon was heard within the curtained 
room a quick rustling movement ; the tapestry 
was thrust aside, and a youthful woman stepped 
forth among the warm plants. She was within 
a few feet of Balder Helwyse before seeming 
to realise his presence. She caught herself 
motionless in a moment. The sparkle of laugh- 
ter in her eyes sank in a black depth of wonder ; 
they filled themselves with Balder as a lake 
is filled with sunshine ; and he — the man of the 
world and the philosopher — could only return 
her gaze in voiceless admiration. 

Were a face and form of primeval perfection 
to appear among men, might not its divine 
originality repel an ordinary observer, used to 
consider beautiful such abortions of the Creator's 
first design as sin and degeneration have pro- 
duced ? Not easily can one imagine what a 
real man or woman would look like. Painting 
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nor sculpture can teach us ; we must learn, 
if at all, from living electric flesh and blood. 

This woman was tall and erect with youthful 
majesty ; she stood like the rejoicing upgush of 
a living fountain. Her contour was subtle with 
womanly power, suggesting the spring of the 
panther, the glide of the serpent. Warm she 
seemed from Nature's bosom ; one felt from her 
the influence of trees, the peace of meadows, 
the high freedom of blue air, the happiness of 
hills. She might have been the sister of the 
sun! 

The moulding finger of God seemed freshly 
to have touched her face. It was single and 
harmonious as a chord of music, yet inexhaust- 
ible in its variety. It recalled no other, 
yet one might see in it the germs of a ' mighty 
nation, who should begin from her, and among 
a myriad resemblances evolve no perfect dupli- 
cate. No angeFs countenance, but warmest 
human clay, which must undergo much change 
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ere reaching Heaven. The sphinx before the 
gloom of her riddle had dimmed her primal joy, — 
before men vexed themselves to unravel God's 
webs from without instead of from within, — 
might have looked thus; or such might have been 
I sis in the first flush of her divinity, fresh from 
Him who made her immortally young and fair. 
Her black hair was crowned with a low com- 
pact turban, — a purple and white twist of some 
fine cottony substance, striped with gold. Round 
her wide low brow ran a band of jewelled gold, 
three fingers' breadth, from which, at each 
temple, depended a broad flat chain of woven 
coral, following the margin of the cheeks, and 
falling loose on the shoulders. A golden serpent 
coiled round her smooth throat, and drooped its 
head low down on her bosom. Her elastic feet, 
arched like a dolphin's back, were sandalled; 
the bright coloured straps crossing one another 
half-way to the knee, set dazzlingly off the clear 
dusky whiteness of the skin. 
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From her shoulders fell a long full robe of 
purple byssus, over an under-dress of white 

which reached the knee. This tunic was con- 
fined at the waist by a hundredfold girdle em- 
broidered with rainbow flowers, and fastened in 
a broad knot below the bosom, the low-hanging 
ends heavy with fringe. The outer robe, with 
its long drooping sleeves falling open at the 
elbow, was ample enough to envelope the whole 
figure, but was now girded up, and one fold 
brought round and thrust beneath the girdle in 
front, to give freedom of motion. A rare per- 
fume came from her, like the evening breath of 
orange blossoms. 

Balder was no unworthy balance to this pic- 
ture, though his else stately features showed 
too much the stimulus of modern thought. He 
was eminent by culture, she by nature only. 
But Balder's culture had not greatened him. 
Greatness is not of the brain except as allied to 
the deep and pure chords which thrill at the 
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base of the human symphony. He might stand 
for our age ; she, for that more primitive but 
profounder era which is at once man's be- 
ginning and his goal. 

Balder s eyes could not frankly hold their 
own against her gaze of awful simplicity. All 
he had ever done amiss arose and put him to 
the blush. Nevertheless, he would not ad- 
mit his inferiority; instead of dropping his eyes 
he closed his soul behind them, and sharpened 
their glance with a shallow out-striking light. 
Without understanding the change, she felt it 
and was troubled. Loftily majestic as were 
her form and features, she was feminine to the 
core — ^tender and finely perceptive. The in- 
cisive masculine gaze abashed her. She raised 
one deprecating hand, and her lips moved 
though without sound. 

He relented at this : and straightway her ex- 
pression again shifted, and she smiled so radi- 
antly that Balder almost looked to see whence 
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came the light. The wondrous lines of her 
face curved and softened — ^all that was grave 
vanished. A summer tree standing in the 
sober beauty of shadow, when suddenly lit by 
the sun, changes as she changed : for sunshine 
is the laughter of the world. 

The smile seemed to refresh her courage, for 
she came nearer, and made a sideways movement 
with her arm, apparently expecting it to pass 
through the stalwart young man as readily as 
through the air. On encountering solid sub- 
stance, she drew startled back, half in alarm 
and wholly in surprise. Balder had felt her 
touch first as a benediction ; then, it chilled him, 
remembering a deed which must debar him from 
aught so pure and innocent as she. The sub- 
tilties of his philosophy might have cajoled him 
anywhere save in her presence. There he felt 
unmistakably guilty. Yet, from an irrational 
dread that she whose intuitions seemed so swift 
and deep, might grasp the cause of his discom- 
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posure, he strove to hide it. Last of all the 
world should she know his crime ! 

Scarce two minutes since their meeting, — 
yet, perhaps, a large proportion of their lives 
had, meanwhile, been charmed away. No word 
had been spoken; eyes had superseded tongues. 
Nay, was ordinary conversation admissible with 
a young goddess such as this? So perfect 
seemed her mastery over those profounder ele- 
ments of intercourse underlying speech, which 
are higher and more direct than the mechanism 
of articulate words, — that, perhaps, that method 
was unknown to her. 

Nevertheless, one must say something — but 
what ? with what sentence of supreme signi- 
ficance should he begin ? Moreover, what lan- 
guage should he use ? for she, whose look and 
bearing were so alien to the land and age, 
might likewise be a stranger to modern dialects 
— and Aryan nor Semitic was at the tip of 
Balder's tongue. 
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In the midst of his embarrassment the start- 
ling note of the hoopoe pierced his ear, and 
precipitated him into asking that elemental 
question which all created things are forever 
putting to one another — 

" What is your name ? " 
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BCHOES OF A FAMOUS YEAR. By Harriet Parr, Author of 
•• The Life of Jeanne d'Arc," " In the Silver Age," &c. Cr»wn 8vo. Price 8*. 6*i. 

" Miss Parr has the great gift of charming sim- I inherbook, many of their seniors will be.**— iSril^tr A 
plicity of style ; and it children are not intere&ted | Quarterly Review. 
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Werks Published by Henry S. JSh^ &* Co., 



VOYAGES AND TRAVEL. 



TIME IN IRELAND ; A RecoOecHon. Cnnra 8to. 7^. 6d, 



"The author has g;ot a gmtdne Irish gift of 
witty and gxacdul wiitiii;, and has produced a 
dvrar aad entertaininfi hwVir , "^ExmrntOter. 

"Clever, brilliant sketches of life and character 
:tlie Irish gentry of the last 



The little TtdoBK will give to staaaicers a~ mor: 
faithful idea of Irish society and tendencies -ttill 
woridw ia that wnhapiqr isiaiid tfBB any other we 
kaow.*^-ZjiRr«»7 Chumth. 



WAYSIDE NOTES IN SCANDINAVIA. Being Notes of Travel in the 
North <tf Europe. By Xark Antony Ijower, V.&kA., ILA. Crown 8vo. gr. 

%* This Volume is an Account of Researches prosecuted, during a Tour in Scandinavia, in the 
Slimmer of 187?. It contains illustrations of the History, Antiqnides, IxMendary Lore, 
and Social Coaaition of Denmark, Sweden, and Norway, from Andei t to Modem Times. 



ON THE ROAD TO KHIVA. By David Ker, late Khi^-an Correspon- 
dent of the Daily Telegraph. Illustrated with Photographs of the Country arid it& 
Inhabitants, vaA a copy of the Official Map in use dtuing the Campaign, from the Surrey 
of Captain Lbusilim. x voL Post 8vo. Price xaf. 

"Very intefCSHng^ raadTnr ... a really g^ood 
book fuH of quaint, vivid writuig." — Echo. 

" He is a dever and fluen^ writers . . The bcok 
b smartly written."— ->Sii/MnAnr Jtevfem. 

" A pleasant book of travels. It is exceedingly 
smart and clever, full of amusinif anecdotes and 
;;raphic descnptioas." — Vani^ Fair: 

" Mr. Ker knows Russian peasant li£e very well 
indeed, and his bits about the Cossadis are fiUI f 
character."— ^/Ar»r*w«f. 



** Though it is a graphic and thoughtful ^etch. 
we refer to it, in some degree, for reasons apart 
from its intrinsic merits. . . He (the author) has 
satisfied us that be was not the impudent impostor 
he seemed to be ; and though he did not witness 
the fall of Khiva, he travelled throiu^^h a great 
part of Central Asia, and honestlv tried to accxun- 
pitsh his tasic . . His work, we have said, is an 
able risumi of genuine obsen-ation and reflection, 
which win well repay a reader's attention "-- 
Timts. 



trtZCATA ; or, Life in the Land of the Carlists at the Outbreak of the Insur- 
rection, with some account oi the Iron Mines and other characteristics of the country. 
With a Map and 8 Illustrations. Crowu 8vo. Price 91; 

"A neat and chatty little volume."— y/<7i/r. ■ scriptions of ordhiary S p anish life are extreraely 

"A plea.sant little volume . . . evidently I graphic." — Lrverfioci jltbion. 
genuine and accurate. . The author's de- 1 

ROUGH NOTES OF A VISIT TO BELGIUM, !»DAK, AND 

PARIS, in September, 1870-71. By Jolm Asllton. Crown 8vo. Price y. 6d. 

forward shnpUcity with which it is written.'— 
GmfMtc. 

" An interesting work by a highly intelligent ob- 
server." — Standard. 



" The aufhor does not attempt to deal with mili- 
tary suttjects, hut writes sensibly of what he saw in 
xB70-7i."—yo/tti Bull. 

" Tossesses a certain freshness from the straight- 



TKB ALPS OF ARABIA ; or. Travels through E^pt, Sinai, Arabia, and 
the Holy Land. By William. Charles Kansrllan. Demy Bvo, with Map. 



" Deeply interestinjj^ and valuable."— £'<//>/*«rj,''/t 
Rei<im'. 

' He writes freshly and with competent know- 



12s. 



"Verj" re<idable and instructive A wort 

far above the avernee of s«eh pul>licatiun^~— 
yo/tn But!. 



ledf^e. "—Standard. 

MISHMEE HILLS : an Account of a Journey made in an Attempt 

to Penetrate Thibet from Assam, to open New Routes for Commerce. By T. T. 
Cooper, Author of " The Travels of a Pioneer of Corameica." Demy 8vo. With 
Four Illustrations and Map. Price ioj. 6d, 

"Thevoluroe, which will be of great use in India I It is especially rich in sporting incidents."— 
and among' Indian nierchantsi here, contains a good SAtndetrti. 
deal of matter that will interest ordinary readers, i 

GOODMAN'S, CUBA THE PEARL OF THE ANTILLES. By 

"Walter Gtoocbnan. Crown 8vo. Price 7^ . 6d, 



" A series of vivid and miscellaneous sketches. 
We can recommend this whole volume as very 
amusing reading."— /Vr// Ma// GaiuUe. 



"The whole lxy>k deserves the heartiest com- 
memlattott. . . . .Sparkling and amusii^ from be- 
ginning to end."— .S>MW/<»r. 
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Voyages and TKKvzLr^continued. 

FIELD AND FOREST RAMBLES OP A NATURALIST IN 
NSW BRUNSWICK. With Notes and Observations on the Natiiral History of 
Eastern Canada. By A. Iieith AcUuns, 2C. A. 8vo, doth. lUustrattd. x^s. 

pleasure either in sport or natiml history."— 
AtHen4etint. 

" To the naturalist the book will be most valu- 
able. . . . To the If coeral reader uiostimterestinK.'* 
-^Mveuif^ Statutard. 



" Both sporteiuen and naturalists will find this 
work replete with anecdote and carefuUy-recorded 
observation, whichwill entertain them."— A(*<M«v. 

"Will be found mteresting by those who take a 



ROUND THE WORLD IN 1S70. A Volume of TraveU, with Maps. 
By A. D. Oarliale, B.A., Trin. CoU.» Camb. Demy 8vo. Price nU. 



"We can only commend, which we do very 
heartily, an eminently sensible and readable book. 

"Mr. Carlisle's account of his little outiog is 
exMlarating and charming.**— 5/0cAK/0r. 



" Rarely have we read a more Krraphic descrip* 
tton of the countries named. India, China. Japan, 
Califoraia, and South Amenca . . . The ciMpleSB 
about Japan are especiaUy replete wilh informal 
Xiian."—7ohnBuU. 



Third Edition. Revised and Corfected. 

XENT LIFE WITH ENGLItSH GIPSIES IN NORWAY. By 

Subert Smitll. In 8vo, cloth. Five fuU-pa^e En^iravings, and jn sowller Illustra- 
tions, widi Map of the Country showing Routes. Pnce 21s. 



" Written in a vezy lively style, and has through- 
out a snack of dry humour and satiric reflection 
which shows the writer to be a keen observer of 



men and 
and find 
Times. 



[ things. We hope that many wiU read it 
hi it ftae same amasaoMnt AS(Oursdns.*W 



FAYOtJM ; or, Artists in Egypt. A Tour wit^ M. GMme and tttfaars. 

By J. Iie^oir. Crown &vo, clotL With ^3 Illuatratioos. Price 7^. M. 

"The book is very amusing. . . . Whoever may | " A pleasantlgr wltten and vaiyiMtdable book.* 
take it up will find he has with him a bright and —Exatnintr. 
pleaeaat coiiv>ajMon."— <«S^««(«iSor. ' 

SPITSBERGEN— THE GATEWAY TO THE POLYNIA; or, A 
VovAGB TO SFiTZfiBRGBH. By OaptaixL JoluL CI. "WaliA, BJT. 8v«, doth. 
With nanwFous Illustcations «nd Map. Price ax«. 

** Straightforward and clear in style, securing our I " A charming book, reniailcab^ wbH written and 
con&lence by its unaffected simplicity and good 1 well illustratecL"— iT/afH^araT. 
fueaat"'— Saturday Kcview. 

AN AUTUMN TOUR IN THE UNITED 6TATE8 AND 

CANADA By liieut.-CoI. J. O-. Kedley. Crown 8vo. Price 55. 

"CAonel Medley's little volume is a pleaeaatly- ] "May be reconunended as 
written account ofa two months' visit to America." I pleasantly writt6n."«-6V(;A(. 



Second Edition. 

THE NILE WITHOUT A DRAGOMAN. By 

In I voL Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 7X. 61/. 

** Should any of om- readers care to imitate Mr. 
Eden's example, and wish to see things with their 
own eyes, and shift for themselves, next wmter in 



Fredexio Eden* 



, they will find this booik a very agree- 



awc guioe. — 7"i>«M. 

" It is a bo<ric to read dtnjngan aatumn holiday.* 
•^ftctator. 



IRELAND. A Tonr of Observation, with Remarks on Irish Pablic Qttestkms. 
By Dr. James Kacanlay. Ciowa 8vo. Price 7^. ^. 

"We have rarely met a book on Ireland which " A careful and bistructive book. Full of facts, 
for impartiality of criticism and general accuracy 
of information could be so well recommended to the 
fairmfaided Irish reader.**— fwnr^V Standard. 



full of information, and full of interest."— Z^nTi^rany 
ChMrchman. 



A WINTER IN MOROCCO. By AmeUa Perrier. Crown 8vo. With 
4 IlhistratioBS. Price zotf. 6</. 



•' Wdl worth reading, and contains severalexod- \ 
Jent mustiations."— ^A?Mr. 

" Miss Perrier is a very amusing vriter. She has 
a good deal of humour, sees the (xidity and quaint- 



ness of Orieatal life with a quiet observant eye, 
and evidently -turned her opportunities of sarcastic 
examiaation to account "«—Ari{y Ntaus, 
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8 Works Published by Henry S, Jfit^ &* Ca,, 



I. Health and Disbass, as influenced "by 

the DailjTi Seasonal, and other Cyclical 
Changes in the Human System. A New 
Edition. Price 7;. 6ii. 

II. Foons. Third Edition. PcoEusely 

Tllustxated. Price 5; . 



Science — continued, 

WOKKS BY OR. EDWARD SMITH. 

III. Practical Dietary for Families, 
Schools, and the Labouring Classes. 
A New Edition. Price 3;. 6d. 

IV. Consumption in its Early and Re- 
MBoiAfiLE Stages. A Hem Kdirion 
Price ^s. 6d. 



CHOLBRA: HOW TO AVOID AND TREAT IT. Pc^mlar and 

Practical Notes by HemT BlasLC, It.I). Crown 8vo. Price \s. 6d. 

" A very practical manual, based on experience and carefitil observation, full of exceJlent hints on a 
-most daagnoDB disease. "-—iStoivdixyi/. 

TH3S JLM TJUJUT An!OK All 8CU£NTIFIC &SSBIS8. 

Fourth Edition. 

I. THE FORMS OF WATER IN CLOUDS AND RIVERS, 
ICE AND GhliAOZBBB. By J. Tyn^UOI, lili.B., F.B.€(. Whfa 26 lUus- 
trations. Ciown 8vo. . .Price^r. 

Second Editioa. 

II. PHYSICS AND POLITICS ; or, Thoughts on r«e. Awxication 
OF the Pkiwcipi^s of "Natural Selection" and "Inhbritancs"to Political 
Society. By Walter Ba^ellOlt. Crown 8vd. Prioe 47. 

Third Edition. 

IIL FOOiDS. JBy Sir. JBdmrd Smitiiu Profnsdy Hhisfenstsd. Prios 5x. 

Third Edition. 

IV. MIND AND aBtMW : Tfflt Thbqkies of thkir "Relattons. By 

AlfiOEAader JBain, XTi.T)^, IVdEcssor xS Xdtigic «t fhe Uiwreisity of Aberdeen. 
With Four Illustrations. Price ^. 

Thiid Edition. 
V. THE STUDY OF S0CI01.0GY. By fieiflbert «tp«ni}«r. 
Crown 8vo. Prioe 5«. 

Third Editkm. 
VI. ON THE CONSETRVATIOV OF ENEf^GTT. By l^rofessor 
Balfour Btawaxt. With Fourteen EngniTings. Price 3£. 

Second Edition. 
VII. AN^IMAL LOCOMOTION; or. Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By J. B. Pettisrew, M.B., F.S.S. With 2x9 Illustrations. Pricey. 

Second Edition. 
Vm. RESPONSIBILITY IN MENTAL DISEASE. By Dr. 
HenrF KEmidfltey. Price 5^. 

Slecond Edition. 
IX. THE NEW CHEMISTRY. By iPrafeasor ^onaii iP. Ck>oke, 
of the Harvard UniTecsity. With Thirty-one lUastratiaas. Price v. 

Second Edition. 
X. THE SCIENCE OF LAW. By Professor SheUUm Amos. 

Price 5V. 

XI. ANIMAL MECHANICS. A Treatise on Terrestrial aad A«nal 
Locomotion. By E. J. Uarey. With 1x7 Illustrations. Price 5;. 

XII. THE CHEMISTRY OF LIGHT AND PHOTOGRAPHY. 
By Professor Vo^el (Polytechnic Academy of Berlin). 

Xin. ON PARASITES IN THE ANIMAL KINGDOM. By Kens. 
Vaix. Beneden. 

XIV. THE THEORY OF DESCENT AND DARWIfVISM. By 
Professor Oscar StOunidt (Strasburg TJniversity). XIn the Press, 
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SCIEN CE — continued. 



FORTHCOMING VOLUMES. 



^rol lUOKSnBZi (UarrocityttfSjiianfea). 

Optics. {/** '■** Press. 



4 and M. OOOEB, M.A., IjIiJ>. 

litttBi; tlMlr Natwe, I nt n mwfit, sod Uaec 

[/mMcAmmt. 

Srof. W. EINaDOM OIiIFFOBD, M.A. 

The First Principles of the Exact Sciences ex> 
plained to the non-mathematiciiL 

BodOy Motion and Consciousness. 

The Physical Geography of the Sea. 

TiroL WTTiT.TAM ODIiINa« F Ji.S. 

The OH t:iieBilstry Viewed ««in die'ttew'Slimd^ 
point 

inr. XAXn>]BBZJKI>BA.Ti JCD^P^BJB. 

L in the Lower Animals. 



nr JOSH XitrBBOOK, SMt., VJft.0. 

The Antiquity of Man. 

Trof. W. T. THISBIiTON D7XB, B.A., 
B.SO. 

.Batiii and Habkia SkMnaring Pliair 

Spectrum Analysis. 

AwiDt^asm «»<l thtt Gett The«ry. 

Prof. W. STANZJDT JSVONS. 

Money: and the Mechanism of Exc h a n ge. 

K4M Oifttn ioCMiad. ■ 
<3. 



Prof. IiAOAZX-DXTTHZXBEL 



Prof 9, AOUNTKAI.. 

General Phyriol^Br of MuKlesand Mffves. 

Vrtf. #AMXS ]>. 2>AVA, 1E.A., Ui.X>. 

On CephaBzAtion; or, Htad-Chancters in the 
^Sndatiim «ad Vnsren «f UfB^ 

Frol & W. JOHNSON, M.A. 

On the Nutrition of Hants. 

Prof. AUSTIN FliZNX, J^. H.D. 

The Nerw>us System and Its R«iAi«ito<llM 
iBodi||r.f^aBtiMH. 

Prot If. s>. tviulwjBr. 

Modem Un^fuistic Science. 

Prof. BBRNSTBIN (University of HaHe). 
49iyiiol%By of tte Sencs. 



Eartlt Sculpture : Hills, Valleys, Mountains, Plains, 
Rivers, Lakes ; how they were produced, and 
haw tiixsjf have heen Destroyed. 

Pt« inn>OIiPHTaiOHOW(B«dinUiuY.J 
Morbid n^^olOKJcal Action. 

Physical and Metaphysical Phenomena of Life. 

PnS: SL aA33!W3B«nTiATHae TUXTUsLM. 

An Introduction to General Chemistry. 

Prof. WUBTZ. 

Atoms and the Atomic Theory. 



Prof. BIBHTUJBIjOT. 
Chemical Synthesis. 



[(BKsIauUniv.)- 
Thall«phytesXA<esK. Lichens, Fuqgi). 

Ptot inKKMAinsr (Unwwialty of Zurich). 



Frof IiBX70K4IlT (lJFiiiv«nitr«f LaipMc). 

Outlines of Animal Organixation. 



t>udiaes4fXoifico]agy. 

Frol KUNDT 
OaSwnd. 

Pz«l BIBXS (UmvwRt74)r£r]M«nX 
9n Vansitlc Plants. 

Prof STSINTHAIi (University of Berlin). 
IMIittCi •fthffSoitnoe'Of I<inrng«. 

«k BfltCV'fPrflienor of ^y^MfOlSf* Paris). 

ns. 



S. AXjGIiAVll (Professor of Constitutional 
.and Administrative Law at Douai, and of 
PoUtical £conomy «t LiUeX 
TM4MBMr«lanieiiti^fMMcia OoasUtutiotts. 

P..X<omAIM (Profai&ir^ liedkin^ Paris). 
Modem Epidemios. 

PK»t. BCBBOEJa ig JU K IUBRCaat (Director of 
«1r OicmiGal I.abocrtoiy attke Sacbonne). 
- 'Oti Pcmwtiiuoiis. 

Mons; FBXIDaii. 



Mon8.t)3D8tUCS'. 
Precious MeUUs. 



-••i)r*>t •»-' 



6Si C$mimi ^ XM^ JP»Ufms9lft Jia»f imdmk 
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ESS A YS AND LECTURES. 



A CLUSTER OF LIVBS. By AUee 
Herself/' &c Cnnm 8vo. 



Author of '' Qneea of 



Contents.— Vittoria Colonna— Madame R&amier— A Datighter of the Stuarts- 
Dante — Madame de S^vignft — Geoffrey Chaucet^-Edmund Spenser — Captain Cook's 
Companion— Ariosto—Lucrezia Borgia— Petrarch — Cervantes— Joan of Arc — Galileo— 
Madame Cottin— Soog of the Bird in the Garden of Annida. 



Second Edition. 

IN STRANGE COMPANY; or, The Note Book of a Roving Correspondeiit 
By Jaaies Qreenwood, " The Amateur Casual." Crown 8vo. 6s. 



"A briffht. Hvely hoo^^—^andard, 

" Has all the interett of romance.**— {?»cfff. 



" Some of the paj)ers remind us of Charles Lamb 
on beggars and chmmey-swecps."<— .fcA*. 



MASTER-SPIRITS. By Bobert Buohftnan. Post 8yo. lar. 6d. 

Good Books are the precious life-blood of Mastor-Spirits."— Jlf*2f<Mr. 



«« 



" FuH of fresh and vigorous writing, such as can 
only be produced by a man of keen and indepen- 
dent intellect."— Sa/wnfaj' Review. 

" Written with a beauty of language and a spirit 
of Tigorous enthusiasm rare eren In our bat Vnia^ 
wora-paiBters. '-^SkitttUini. 



" A very pleasant and readable book." 

EMommer. 

"Mr. Buchanan is n writer whose booics tke 
critics may alwavs open with satisfaction . . . botb 
manly ana artistic."— //irr/r. 



GLANCES AT INNER ENGLAND. A Lecture deUvered in the United 
States and Canada. By Edward Jenkinfli, X.P., Author of *' Ginx's Baby^* Ac 
Crown Zro. Price 5f . 



"These 'glances' exhibit much of the autlior's 
characteristic discrimination and Judgment."— 
Jidinburzh Conrant. 

"Cleverly written, full of terse adages and 



rapier-like epigrams it is ; thoughtful and JusJk it is 
in many reflects. "—ifrA^. 

"Eloquent and epigrammatic.*' — /(/iMMnsAif 
Review. 



SHORT LECTURES ON THE LAND LAWS. DeUvered before the 
Working Men's College. By T. Lean Wilkinson. Crown 8vo, limp cloUi. ac 

"A very handy and intelligiUe epitome of the general principles o existing land laws.*— %Staiidkrr/. 



AN ESSAY ON THE CULTURE OF THE OBSERVING 

POWBBB OF OHHiDRUN, especially in connection with the Study of Botany. By 
Blisa A. Yonmans. Edited, with Notes and a Supplement, by J'oseph 
Payne, P.O.P., Author of ''Lectures on the Science and Art of Edacatton," &c 
Crown 8vo. aj. 6f^. 



" Thk study, accofdingto her Just notions on tiie 
subiect, IS to be fundamentally l>ased on the ex- 
ercise of the pupil's own powers of observation. H e 
is to see and examine the properties of plants and 



flowers at first hand, not merely to be infonncd of 
what others have seen and examined.**— /teZfifa/2 
Gazette. 



THE GENIUS OF CHRISTIANITY UNVEILED. Being Essays 
by William Godwin, Author of " Political Justice/' &c. Never before paUtshed. 
z vol. Crown 8vo. ft. 6a, 



'Few have tiiought 'more clearly and directly 
in Willi " " 
tionswith 



than William Godwin, or expresse'd their reflec- 
I simplicity and unres4 



Examiner. 



" The deliberate thoughts of Godwin deserve ta 
be put before the world Tor reading and CMitidrra- 
tiaaJ'—Atkenatim. 



6s, Comhill; and 12, Patermster Xaw^ London. 



fVorks Published by Henry S. Kitig 6* Co., 1 1 



MILITARY WORKS, 



RUSSIA'S ADVANCE EASTWARD. Based on the Official Reports Oi 
Lieutenant Hugo Stunun, German Military Attach^ to the Khivan Expedition. To 
which is appended other Information on the Subject, and a Minute Account of the 
Russian Army. By Gaptaixx C. S. H. Vinoent, F.B.G.S. Crown 8vo. 
With Map. 6r. 

THE VOLUNTEER, THE MILITIAMAN, AND THE 

BXaUIaAIl BOLiDIIBXt; a Conservative View of the Annies of England, Past, 
Present, and Future, as Seen in January, 1874. By A Public Sohool AOy. i vot 
Crown 8va Price 5; . 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE GERMAN ENGINEERS AND 

TXOHNIGAi; TBOOPB IN THS TRANGO-aSBMAN WAR OF 1870-71. 
By Gapt. A. Ton Ooetze. Translated by Gol. G. GrahaiQ.. [/» the Press 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRST ARMY, UNDER GEN. 

VON BTXINMXTZ. By Kajor VOn Soliell. Translated by GaptalZL S. O. 
Sollist. Demy 8vo. Liniform with the other volumes in the Series. Price xox. td. 

able contribution to the history of the f^eat 



** A very complete and important account of the 
Investment of Metx." 

"The volume is of somewhat too technical a 
character to be recommencied to the general 
reader, bot the military student will find it a valU' 



struggle : and its utility is increased by a capital 
general map of the operadons of the rust Army, 
and also plans of Spicherea and of the battle-fidds 
round Metz.**— AfiwTfiM^ Athfttttur, 



THE OPERATIONS OP THE FIRST ARMY UNDER GEN. 
▼ON GK>BB]1N. By Kajor von Schell. Translated by Qol. 0. H. von 
Wrigrllt. Four Maps. Demy 8vo. Price 91. 



*'Ia concluding our notice of tlds faistnictive 
work, which, by the way, is enriched by several 
large-scale maps, we must not withhold our tribute 
of admintioa at the manner in which the translator 
has peribnned Us task. So thoroughly, indeed. 



has he succeeded, that it mifriit really be imagined 
that the book had been original^ composed in 



English. . . The work is deddedfy valaable to a 
student of the art of war, and no military library 
can be considered complete without Yi^—ncur. 



THE OPERATI ONS OF THE FIRST ARMY UNDER GEN. 
▼ON 2CANTJU u Jf FJfili. By Col. Count Hermann von Wartenaleben, 
Chief of the Staff of the First Army. Translated by Qolonel 0. H. VOn Wrig'llt. 
In demy 8vo. Uniform with the above. Price 9^. 

"Very clear, simple, yet eminently instructive, , estimable value of being in great measure the re* 
is this mstory. It is not overladen with useless de- 
tails, is written in good taste, and possesses the in* 



estimable value of being in great measure the re* 
cord of operations actually witnessed by the author, 
supplemented by official documents."— ^MM«»//r. 



THE GERMAN ARTILLERY IN THE BATTLES NEAR METZ 

Based on the official reports of the German Artillery. By Captain Hoifbauer, 
Instructor in the German Artillerv and Engineer School. Translated fay Oapt* B. O. 
HoUist. Demy Svo. With Map and Puins. Price axf . 
*' Contains much solid and valuable infonaatioa. 



We can commend this work to all students of 
military history, while the historian wUl fin<t in it 
much valuable matter."— CoMrf Circular. 

" f^pt^in Hoftbaner's style is much more simole 
and agreeable than those of many of his comrades 
and fdlowauthors, and it suffers nothing in the hands 



of Captain HoUist. whose translation is dose and 
faithful. He has given the general public a read- 
able and instructive book ; whilst to his brother 
oficers, who have a^spedal profewlonal interest in 
the subject, its value cannot well be overrated."— 
Aeadtmy. 



THE OPERATIONS OP THE BAVARIAN ARMY CORPS. 
By Captain Huso HelTiir. Translated by Captain G. S. Bohwabe. 

With 5 large Maps. In 2 vols. Demy Svo. Price 34X. 

*' It contains much material that may prove use* and that the translator has performed his work 
ful to the future historian of the war ; and it is, on most creditably."— ^/A/^w^Mm. 
the whole, written in a spirit of fairness and im« "An instructive ^ot)L.''—lVestmimter Review. 
partiality. . . It only remains to say that the woric "Captain Schwabe has done well to translate it. 
benridacd by some excellent large scale maps, and hb translation is admirably executed."— ^a// 

MaUGamtte. 



65, Comhill; &* \2, Paternoster Rowy LendOfu 
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W^ks PMished by Henry S. Rfig <S* Co., 



AUSTRIAN CAVALRY EXERCISE. From an Abridged Edition 
compiled by Captain Illia Woinovits, of the General Staflf, on the Tactical Regula- 
iioas of tbe Austrian Army, and prefaced fay« Genecal Slratch of the QT^^uaaataam, &c, 
of the Cavalry. Translated by Captain W. S. Cooke. Crown 8vo, cloth. Fiice?/. 



" Among the valuable 



_B flptJUp 

rtWetxTf tacUc» of the chief State 
Messrs. Kincr are vtMisMar. m 
' Austrian Cavalry Exercise will 
useful piacc''-'lrestmtnst€r Review. 



, ^ of works on the 

States of Europe ndiich 
on 



Austrian Cavalry Exercise ^will hold, a g^ood and 



"WcU and clearly vrittea. and ff^t^mt ^nst 
amount of very usaiil hifoqnatinn *■— JErfwhir/* 
ZkaSlyRtmew. 



History of the Orgmnisativn, Equtpmentj and War Services of 
THE REGIMENT OP BENGAL ARTILLERY. Compiled &om 

Published Official and other Records, and various private sooroes, by 'll'llJ4»ar JPranciB 
W. Stubbs, Royal (late Bengal) Artillery. Vol. I. will contain War Servicbs. The 
Second VolnaiiB wiU be pvhUskied sqparat^, and will contain the Hzsxvry op tre 

OSCANISATION AUO EQUIPMENT OF THS fUBGiMENT. Ia S V0I&. SVO. Wkh Maps 

jud Flans. VPre^rin^. 

VICTORIES AND DEFEATS. An Attempt to explain the Causes whick 

haae Ifld to .tbem. An Oficex's Manual, fi^ Col. JL P. AndeESCm. S^o. xs/u 

■"IShc f«Mtv efioar alwald tewe it dlwafs at 1 *'The pveseot beak prawes Aat te k a diligect 
Jhaod Jko open aar^hore and aead a btti and we student of militanr Usfeory. hi& ill am atiuiis ranging' 
warrant him that let that bit lie ever so small it over a wide field, and including ancjcnt and m> 
•wiH eire Mm material lar an benr^ ^rieking.*'— ' dem Indian and European waraie.** — <Sta»dard. 
ihmed Senhae GetMOte. 

THE FRONTAI. ATTACK OP INFANTRY. Bf Gmpt, Ziayinann, 

Instructor of Tactics at the Military College, Netsse. Translated by Colonel 

EAwvrd VewdiCKte. Camri tvo, iinqp doth. Prioesr.W. 

" An rwf itnHmrlr imnfnl IriBtl rf "ksalr A vahi' i platas haw ilwse waie modified ia -th* coarse of 
tfble acqiildtion to Ae miStary student's nfaoar)'. the campaign by the terrible and mMntidpated 
It recounts, in the first place, the opudons and' effect of the die; and how, acoordiqely. troops 
tacwsat f aoaaiMiis mbioa aagHiama <tae u e i m a n ■ simua aetrameamatacammmewjiis. ^.>(rru4 
aanoy daii^g thaMrlykatdm^lAMc Jmewarjca-i MmdMaUta^y Gmmettc 

BLEMBNTART MILITARY OEOGItAPHY. RBCONNOITRING, 

AKB BKSTOHING. Compiled for Non-Commissioned Officers and Soldiers of all 

Anns. £y liient. C. S. H. Vino«nt, Royal Welsh Funliers. Square cc ftvo. ss, 6d. 

"This «iyvy""»^ takes Into View the necessity of I Jai^guage, definitions of varieties of xxound and the 
«Mqr Midler kaawmghawtoaend a mMmiymra. ] «dtaBtages they present in -warfare, tqgether with 
f« oirdar.'to. ^ow to what |idiBts in am «acn' - 
country to direct his attention ; aivi provides 
this necessity by giving, in terse and sen^ble 



It's aomaaber cf uaera hials in adUtasjr -sketching."— 



THSEB WOSZS BY IXEUT^-COLi. THE HON. 

V.O., M.P. 

TjBB AMLitsmr or PoecBAs* ^arn m 
Ajutv BflcuiATiON &1U.1OF 1871. Crown 
^ Taet One ShiUuu^. 



ANSON, 



oWD« 



I 



•GeowuSvo. Sewed. Price One SfailUn^. 
Tjur Story of ths SuPSJt&BS5iQK& Crown 
Syou Aice 



8TUDIB8 IN THE NEW INFANTRY TACTICS. Ftets L & n. 

TonSciheirlL Trantlatfld fcom ihe Cerman by XkJUoumi Lmnley 



me ^CRncec ^r Ihe vespecSve 'advaQtagcs of 
attack and defence, and of the me fl i u d s In which 
each form of battle should be carried out under 
the fire of modern arms, is exhaustively and ad- 



imivfcuy traflted ; nnecd. we yawant but consider 
it to be decidedly superior to any amdc which has 
hitherto appeared in BngUA upon tUt all-impovt- 
aat subject"— £ftiM<f«mr 



Second EdifiMi. Remaed and Corredkod. 

TACTtCAL DEDOCTIONS PROM THB WAR OP «B70-~7X. By 
Captain A. von Boffnalawskl. Tran^ted by Colonel Ifxmile 
fate Ml (ItoyaEl InAi) Jtqg im ea t . Demy 8vo. Umrorm widi tbe abore. .nice 7x. 

"We mmm, witiuMt ^dm, Mimas biafat aad 
de r M b oag hl iatothefliaaiidrSawaee; and iMScan- 
OMecoaHMaoe tlw good wade tee cooa. or better. 
' than by pbcfaig the two booked' ThrQpff tloniof I tical schooL"— ' 



4d evrryiiiiMj Ubnry. 
tbem as dass-twoks ia every tac- 
' tied Service GaMeOe. 



6s, Comfull; ^ t2, P&iernoskr £oWf Lmdaa. 
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Military ^oi^Y^—contimud^ 
THE OPERATIONS OF THE SOUTH ARMY IN JANUARY 

AND FSBBUABY, 1871. Compiled from the Official War Documents of the Head- 

2uartets of the Southeni Asmy. By Gounit HerxAaouk TOIL WffrtenslelMni, 
loloael in the Prussian General Staff. Translated by Colonel CL S» VOZL Wrigrllt. 
Demy Svo^ wilth Mae&. Uaifoxm with, the abovo^ Price. 6& 



Ik 



ARMY OF the: NGNKTH-GEKniAN CONFSDSRATSON. 

A Brief Description of its Orgaaiaalion, of the dtJiereat Bteuiches of the Service, and 
their "Rdle" ui War, of its Mode of FightingL&c. By a PxilBSian. General. 
Translated from the Gttnmm bgp Col. BdwaadblVewcyiSatow Demy 8vo. Price 5^ . 



" The vHOxk is. quite essential to die fnll. use o£ 
the other vohunes of the ' German MQitar;^ Sinries*' 
which NTessrs. Kine are naw nroduciw in haxulr 
some uniform style.* — United. Service Magazine. 

"Every page of the boolb desecvei attimtivc 



study, 



The infoxmatlon given, on mobilisation, 



gaznson tzoopii, keepuig up establishment during 
war, and on the em^ojxoent of die different 
branches of the service, is of great value."— 



l< 



OPERATIONS OF THE GERMAN ARMIES IN PRANCE, 
VBOM SBSAIff TO THZI BND 07 THB WAR OF 1870-71. With large 
Cyfficial Map. From the ^kaimals. of the Head-quaiters Staff, by iKaJOT Williaxn 
Bliu&e. Translated by E.. S. Jozxea, Maiac2oth Footplate Ptofcssoe ctiC' Military 
History, Sandhurst. Demy 8vo. Price g* , 

" The book is of abaolaCe ii«cearity to the miU^ of works upon the war that onrptien has put forth. 
taxf student .... The wods i&one of nigh msEiL" Our space forbids ouc doinsp more, than commend- 
-"Omled Service GojuUm intf.it earnestly as the most authentic and instruc- 

** The work of Mi^or wrn Blume in its Englidi ; tive naxfative of the second sectson of tile war that 
dress forms the most valuable addition to our stock \. has vet.appearcd." — Satttrdajt Heview, 



HASTY INTRENCHMENTS; By ecAoiiAl JL BrialsKLoxit. Translated 

by liiemA. ChArlSB A. 'B«*^i>^i^M«, J»*A« With Mine Plates^. D«ay 8vOi Price 6s» 



" A valuable contribution t& miUtarjr literature. 
—^themeuen. 

*' In seven short diaptera it* gives i^n directions 
for fonning dieltto-troicbes, witlv the beat melhod< 
of carrying the necessary tools* and it ofiexs prac- 
tical illustrations of the use of hasty intrenchments 
onrtke field of battlfc"— ^mtei Service Magflxupn 



'* It suppHes that whf cH Our own tiexr-books give 
but.ijnper£ectly, wa., hints as fo how apposition can 
best be stiengthened by means . . . ofsueh extern- 
porisad intrenchments- aad. batteries as can be 
thrown up by infantry in the space of four or %e 
hours . . . deserves to Decome a standard military 
wogk."^~^aiaf»/farrii■ 



STUDIES IN LEADING TRO0FS. Bj^ Oolonel voa; Yesdy Da 

Vemois. An authorised and accurate Translation by Irfieutenant SL. J* T. 
SUlilyard!, 71st Foot; Parts I. and 11. Demy 8vo. Prioe js, 

•»• General BeauCHAMP WALKER says of observant antf fortnnately>placed' stailSofllicer is in 
this work : — " I recommend the first two numbers a position to give. Thave read and re-read them 
of ColonaL.voa Verdy's ' Studies' to the. attentive 
perusal, of my brotaer officers. They, supply a 
want which I nave often felt during my scnoce in 
this country, namely, a minuter tactical detail of 
the minon oget-aiions of was than any bat the mset 



very caref^y, I hope with profit, certainly with 
great interest, and oelieve that practke, m the 
sense-of these ' Studies,' woukL be a valuable pre- 
paration for manoeuvres on a more extended 
scale4''4«fia„J[)ine, xS?^ 



CAVALRY FIELD DUTY. By aTajor-Gteneral von atlrtui. Translated 
by Captain Frank S. Eiisaell, 14th (King's) Hussars. Cr. 9vo, clodillmp. 7^. 6d. 



" We have no bookron ca«alBs» duties' that at aU 
approaches to this, either for completeness in 
details, clearness in deaciiption,. or" for manifest, 
utility. In its pages will be found plain instructions 
for every |>ortion of du^ before the enemy that a- 
combatant horseman wfil.be called upon to per- 
fiamip and if a dragoon but studies it well and 



intelligent^ his value to the army^ we are confi- 
dent, must be increased one hundredfold. Skir- 
mishing, scoutini^, patrolling, and vedettine are 
now the chief duties dragoons in peace should be 
practised at, and how to perform these duties 
effoetively is wfas« the boaJb teaches."^<7»t;;ia/ 
Service Magaxine^ 



DISCIPLINE AND DRILL. Four Lectures deirvered to the London 

Scottish Rifle Volunteers. By Giti>tam 9. Flood Pagre. New and Cheaper 
Sdition; CSrown SvOy dotfay Ump. Price is. 

inteteatmg work."—! *< An admirable collection of lecttiPey." — Times. 



"The very useful and 
Vobtntter Serviu GaaatU*. 
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14 IVdfrks Puhliihed by Henry S. Kifig &» Co,, 



INDIA AND THE EAST. 



THE THREATENED FAMINE IN BENGAL; How it may be 
Met, and the Recurrence of Famines in India Prevented. Bemg No. x of 
" Occasional Notes on Indian Affairs." Bv Sir H. Bartle E. Prore, G-.C.B., 
G-.C.S.!., Ac. Ac. Crown 8vo. With 3 Maps. Price Sf. 

THE ORIENTAL SPORTING MAGAZINE. A Rq>rmt of the fiist 

5 Volumes, in 3 Volumes, demy- 8vo. Price s8f. 



" Lovers of sport will find ample amusement in 
the varied contents of these two volumes.**— .<^/ib('x 
Indian Mail. 

" Full of interest for the sportsman and natural- 
ist. Full of thrillins^ adventures of sportsmen who 
have attacked the fiercest and most gigantic 



specimens of the aidmal world in their native 
Jungle. It b seldom we get so many excitii^ inci- 
dents in a similar amount of space . . . WcD suited 
to the hlM^ries of country gentlemen and all those 
who are interested in sporting matters. "—Civf? 
Service GaxeOe. '\ 



Second Edition, Revised and Corrected. 
THE EUROPEAN IN INDIA. A Hand-book of Practicallnfonnation 
for those proceeding to, or residmg in, the East Indies, relating to Outfits, Routes, 
Time for Departure, Indian Oimate, &c By Bdnmnd 0. P. Hnll. With a 
Medical Guide for Anglo-Indians. Being a Compendium of Advice to Europeans 
in India, relating to the Preservation and Regulation of Health. By H. S« fltair, 
2C.D., f.R.CrS.E., late Deputy Coroner of Madras. In x vol. Post 8vo. Price 6s. 



" Full of all sorts of useful information to the 
Ensflish settler or traveller in India." — Standard. 

''One of the most valuable books ever published 
in India— valuable for its sound information, its 
careful array of pertinent facts, and its sterling 



common sense. It supplies a want which few 
persons may have discovered, but which everybody 
will at once recognise when once the content s of 
the book have been mastered. The medical part 
of the work is invaluable."— CaJrwOlis Guardian, 



THE MEDICAL GUIDE FOR ANGLO-INDIANS. Being a Com- 




EASTERN EXPERIENCES. By L. Bowrinff, C.S.I., Lord Canning's 
Private Secretary, and for many years Chief Commissioner of Mysore and Coorg. 
Illustrated with Maps and Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Price x6r. 

"An admirable and exhaustive geographical, 
political, and industrial survey." — AtMemeufn. 

"Interesting even to the general reader, but 
especially so to those who may have a special con- 
cern in that portion of our Indian Empire.'*— /\u/. 



This compact and methodical smnmaiy of the 
most authentic information relating to countries 
whose welfare is intimately connected with our 

ornn."— Daily Nerus. 



TAS-HIL UL KALAM; OR, Hindustani Made Easy. By Captain 

W. R. K. Holroyd,' Bengal- Staff Corps, Director of Public Instruction, Punjab. 
Crown 8vo. Price 5*. 

" As clear and as instructive as possible.**— t mation. that is not to be fonnd in any other work 
Stattdard. on the subject that has crossed our path."* — Homt-^ 

" Contains a great deal of most necessary infer- I ivard Matt. 

EDUCATIONAL COURSE OP SECULAR SCHOOL BOOKS 

FOB INDIA. Edited by J. S. Laurie, of the Inner Temple, Barrister-at-Law ; 
formerly H.M. Inspector of Schools, England ; Assistant Royal Commissioner, Ireland : 
Special Commissioner, African Settlement ; Director of Pubhc Instruction, Ceylon. 

"These valuable little works will prove of real ] who intend entering the Civil Service of India."— 
service to many of our readers, especially to those | Civil Service Gazette. 

The folUnving Works are now ready: — 



*. d. 

THn FIB8T HINDUBTAXnC 

BBADXiB, stiff linen wrapper . .06 
THX SSGOND HINDUSTANI 

BXADXIl, stiff linen wrapper . .06 



EIiXMSNTABT aSOGRAFHY OF 
INDIA. 



t.d. 
aXOaRAFHT OF INDIA, with 
Maps and Historical Appendhc. 
tracing the growth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. 138 pp. cloth z 6 

In the Press, 

FA0TSANDFEATT7BXS OF INDIAN 
HISTORY, in a series of akemating 
Reading Lessons and Memory Exwciaes. 
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Works Published by Hmry S. Kittg 6* Co,^ 15 

India and the 'EAsn:—<ontinued, 

Second Edition. 

WESTERN INDIA BEFORE AND DURING THE MUTINIES. 

Pictures drawn from life. By Kajor-Qen. Sir Georffe lie Grand Jacob, 
K.C.S.I., C.B. In X voL Crown 8vo. Price 7^. 6d. 



' The most important contribution to the history 
of Western Ind£ai during the Mutinies which has 
yet, in a popular form, been made public." — 
Atkenaum. 



"Few men more competent than himself to speak 
authoritatively coacernms^ Indian aSiaxs."-~Stan- 
dard. 



EXCHANGE TABLES OF STERLING AND INDIAN RUPEE 

OurKENOY, upon a nbw and sxtbndbd system, embracing Values (rom One 
Farthing to One Hundred Thousand Pounds, and at rates progressing, in Sixteenths of 
a Penny, from xs. ^ei. to ax. 3^. per Rupee. By Donald J^raser, Accountant to the 
British Indian Steam Navigation Company, Limited. Royal 8vo. Price 10s. 6d. 

"The calculations must have entailed great I houses which have dealings with any country where 
labour on the author, but the work is one which we I the rupee and the Eng&h pound are standard 
fancy niust become a standard one in all business ' coins ot cumncy. "—Ittvemcss Courier. 



BOOKS for the YO UNG and for LENDING LIBRARIES. 

NEW WORKS BY HESBA STRETTON. 

CASSY. A New Story. Square crown 8vo, with Illustrations, uniform with 
"LostGip." Price !*.&/. 

THE KING'S SERVANTS. Square crown 8vo, unifonn with "LostGip." 
With Eight Illustrations, xs. 6d. 

Part I.— Faithful in Little. Part II.— Unfaithful Part III. —Faithful in Much. 

THE WONDERFUL LIFE. Crown 8yo. IPrepanns. 

LOST GIF. Square crown 8yo. With Six Illustrations. Price u. 6</. 

%• ALSO A HANDSOMELY-BOUND EDITION, WITH TWELVE 
ILLUSTRATIONS, PRICE HALF-A-CROWN 

PRETTY LESSONS IN VERSE FOR GOOD CHILDREN, 

with some Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme. By Sara Goleridfire. A New Edition. 

DADDY'S PET. By Mrs. Ellen Bobs (Nelsie Brook). Square crown 
8vo, imiform with " Lost Gip." With Six Illustrations. Price x^. 

"We have been more than pleased with this I "Full of deep feeling and true and noble sentt- 
simple bit of writing."— C/rrw^ww World. \ axcnt."—Bryr^Uon Gazette. 

AUNT MARY'S BRAN PIE. By the Author of " St. Olave's," " When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated. 

SEEKING HIS FORTUNE, AND OTHER STORIES. Crown 8vo. 

With Four Illustrations. Price 3*. 6<f. 

Contents.— Seeking his Fortune.— Oluf and Stcphanoff.— What's in a Name?— 
Conbast. — Onesta. 

THREE WORKS BY MARTHA FARQUHARSON. 

I. Elsie Dinsmorb. Cr. 8vo. Price y. 6d. 1 III. Elsie's Houdays at Roselands. 
II. Elsie's Girlhood. Cr. 8vo. Price 3*. 6d. \ Crown 8vo. Price 3*. dd. 

Each Story is independent and complete in itself. 
They are published in uniform size and price, and are elegantly bound and illustrated. 

THE LITTLE WONDER-HORN. By Jean Inselow. A Second 
Series of** Stories told to a Child." With Fifteen Illustrations. Cloth, gilt Price 3*. dd, 

" We like all the contents of the ' Little Wonder- | " Full of fresh and vigorous fancy : it is worthy 
Horn ' very much.''— A tAenattm. I of the author of some ot the best of our modern 

*■ We recommend it with confidence."— /*«// I verse."— Standard. 
Mall Gazette. 1 
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lA W^ks PMUhed hy Hmry S. Xtf^ <&• Co., 

Books for the Yottng awb for LBN^mo Libraries — continued. 

Second EditSuL 
7BE AFRICAN CRUISER. A MidsMpman's Adventincs on the West 
Coast A Book for Boys. By B, Whitdtnurch Sadler^ ^I^^ r* Author of 
"Marshall Vavasour." WitJi Three Ilhistrations. Crown 8va Price 3X. 6c£ 

** A capttalafonrofyoutfifiil adventure .... Sea- I " Sea jrams have ahnraa been ia favoor with 
kyvtag b^ will imd few pitasanter gift books this I bGnrs,buttUt,inittaniaalMiskstylebTathonm^ 
season than ' The African Cruiser.' '—Homr. ■ sailor, is cranuned fti n of adTCDtures*"^7uKer. 

Second. Edition. 
BKAVS MEN^S FOOTSTEPS. A Book of Example and Anecdote for 

Youoff People. By the Editor of " Ken who have Biseil.'' With Four Illus- 
trations, by C. DOQTle. CrasntSvo. Price 3f. 6d. 

**A readable and insttuctive volume. "~ ■&»• 1 win tbe fkvour of dioae who, ia choosing a gift for 

- fNMwn I a boy. would comadt his moral de v elop ment as 

" XhaUlttt vQlOiM is predMy oC the stHnp to > wellashisteinp—rr plw s nm .' ' Jb gVQ r 7W;gr»/*. 

Second Edition* 
PLUCKY FELLOWS. A Book for Boys. By Stephen J. Mac Xenna. 

With Six Illustrafeioiis. Crown 8vo. Price 3* . 6d. 

"This is one of the very best 'Books for Boys' I " A thoroivh book for boys ... written throogfa. 
which ha«e been issued this jeag."-%Aformfii I out ia a aua^ streightfonrird maames that s suae 
Jbltnfiut. towlnthehearla-offtnexfaikireii.'' l.<»minmS*tietft 



Second Edition. 

GUTTA-PERCHA WII-LIE, THE WORKING GENIUS. By 
Oeorffe Macdonald. With Nine Illustrations by Arthur Hn^hes. Grown 8va 

" The deverest child we know assures us she has I win, we aM caariaoati acoapt Aat verdkt npoo 
read this stMy through five times. Mr. Macdonald | his little work as finaL''—%S/K0dSsA^. 

THE TRAVELLING MENAGERIE. By Charles Camden, Author 
of " Hoity Toity." With Ten IUu9tration& by J. lUxoney. Crowa ftro. 3*. 6d. 



(I 



A capital little book ..... deserves a wide | " A very attractive story."— /'m^/Stc <V>iwff. 



I^iire loive» andthe spectacle of a household brought 
up m the fear of the Lord . . . ^—lUiutratBd 
London News, 



the stoiy deah, and wiD andi iaierese boys who 
have a spice of romance in their composition.*'— 
Coufvnt. 



dscnlation among our boys and girls."— i/iaMr. 

THE DESERT PASTOR, JEAN JAROUSSEAU. Tiaaslated from 
the French of Enirene PeU'etaa. By Colonel E. P. De Ii'Hoete. In fcap. 
8vo, with an Engraved Erontispieca. New Edition. Price 3*. 6d. 

" A touching record of the stnisgles In tile cause 
of religious liberty of a real muL—Gra^Mc. 

" There is a poetical simplicity and picturesque- 
OMftt the noblest betateai unpaetentfous^v^lgiaiLi. 

THE' Z>ESERTB1> iSHIP. A Real Story of the Atfantic. By Caoples 
Honre, Master Mannes!. IQustaeed by SowxiLey Chreen. Cr. 8V0. Prioosr. 6d, 

" Curious adv eiaui es wit h has w, aeaia, and other 
Acetic animals, and with scarcdy more human 
Esquimaux, form the mass of material with which 

HOITY TOITY, THE GOOD LITTLE FELLOW. Bf Ofaadea 

Camden. With Eleven Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Prkft 3s. 6d. 

" Relates very pleasantly the hittory of a charm. I them to do tigbt. There are many dare^HllssBeM 
tag little fellow who meddles alwavB with a kindly | to be irfched up in this clever littlr ste>z-.'*-^ABMfc 
disposition with other people's affairs and hdps | Qptnio/i, 

THB BOY SLAVE IN BOKHARA. A Tale of Central Asia. By 
David Ker, Author of "On the Road to Khiva," &c. Crown 8vo, with 
Illustrations. Price 51. 

SLAVONIC FAIRY TALES. ¥mm Russian, Sermn, Polish, and 

Bohemian Sources. TVanriated by 3ohn T. Hhake, of the British Mosenm. Crown 
8vo. With Four Ilhistrations^ Ptice s»- 

** A most choice and charmiDg seloctSoa 1 and thht e en Servian, im MV. Nkak^'s modest but 

The tales have an original national ring in then, ' servifieable collection of Slamonte Fairy 7asto& 
and will be pleaaaat raadiag^ to thouaanos bnides Its eontents aro» as a genetal rule, well c h o se n , 
children. Vet childrea will eagerly open the ; and they are traofilatad with a fidelity which 
pages, and not willingly close them, of the pretty ! deserves cordial praise . . . Before taldng teive 
yv!toxm».''—Stan4ard. ' of hia prettfly get np vrfn m e, we oujg^t to mendaa 

"En^lsh readers now have an opportunity of that its contents f^iy come up to the peomise held 
becoming acquainted with eleven Folnh and eight out in its preface. "^Acad emjf. 
Bohemian stories, as well as with eight Russian 



^5, CornkUt ; 6* 12, Paternoster Raw, London. 
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BCX>KS FOR THE YOUNG AND FOR LENDING LiBRARES — continued, 

VSTAKING AND WORKINQ; OR, FROM GIRLHOOD TO 

WOMANHOOD. By ])Cr8. G-. S. Seauey. Cr. 8vo. With a Frontispiece. 5x. 

AT SCHOOL WITH AN OLD DRAGOON. By Stepheu J. 

KCao Elenzxa. Crown 8vo. With Sik Illustrations. Prico 5;. 

'*M r. Mftc Kenna's fbrmer work, ' Plucky Fellows,* 



" Consistinsr almost entirely of startlli^ stories of 
military adventure ._. . Boj^ will find them suffi- 



is already a general favourite, and. those who read 
the stories of the Old Dragoon will find that he has 
still plenty of materials at hand for pleasant tales, 
and has lost none of his power in telling them wcJL" 
-"Stattdard. 



dentlv exciting reading, "o-r'tmer. 

"These yams give some very spirited and in- 
teresting descriptions of soldiering m. various parts 
<tf tho worid.^-^^fMM'r. 

FANTASTIC STORIES. Translated frank tiiie German o£ 

lieander* byPaiilixia B. Granville. Crown 8vo. With Eight full-page Illustra- 
lions, by: K. B. irrasar-Tytlar. Price sc 

'"Fantastic* is certainly the right epithet to 
apply to some of thca».sttaoge tales. —inaxMuior. 



"Short, quaint, and, as they are fitiy called, fan- 
tastic, tiiey deal with, all maimer of subjects." — 
Gtutrdinn, * 



Third Edition. 

STORIES IN PRECIOtTS STONES. By Helen Zimmem. With 

Price 5*. 

sons will appreciate, and which will remind its 



Six Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 



' ' A series of pretty tales which are half fontastic, 
half natural, and pleasantly quaint, as befits stories 
Intended for the yonxas."— Daily Teleermfh. 

" A prttQ;i]ttleboc*«liicli fimciid: young per^ 



readers of manv a legend, and many an imaginary 
virtue attached to the gems they are so fond of 
wearing."— iVj/. 



THE GREAT DUTCH ADKIRALS. By Jacob de Idefa^. (>own 

8vo. With Eleven Illustrations by Townley <9reen and others. Price 5^. 

*• A really good book."— 5yaH<fixn£ 
" A really exosUeat hattT^'—Sptct^or, 



"May be recommended as a wholesome present' 
for boys. Thev will find ia. it mmarousk tales of 
adventure."— w/Atf»<rK//<. 



THE TASMANIAN LILT. 
With Frontispiece. Price y. 



By James Bonwiok. Crown 8vo. 



" An interesting and iiseful yvork.."— Hour. 

" The characters of the story are capitally con* 



ceived, and are full of those touches which give 
them a natural appearance."— Pm^/ic Opinion, 



MIKE HOWE, THE BUSHRANGER OF VAN DIEMEN'S 

By JaiiMS BottwtolM. CBOwa.avo. With a Frondspieca.. Price 51; 

" He illustrates the career of the bushranger half I are, to sav the least, exquisite, and his representa- 
a century ago ; and this he does in a highly credit- I tions of character are very maxke^"— Edinburgh 
able manner ; his delineations of life m the bush ' Ceurant, 



PHANTASMION. A Fairy Romance. By Sara Colerid«». With an 
Introductory Preface by the Blfflit Hon. Ijord ColeridcQ of Ottery S. 
Kary. A new Editioni In x voL Crown 8va Price js. 6^. 

'* The readers of this (airy tale wiU find! theoi' .nad it wore it twice the length, closing the book 
selves dwelling for a time in a veritable region of with a feeling of regret that the repast was at an 
romance, breathing an . atmosphere of unreality, end." — Vamiy Faif. 

and surrounded by supematoral beingjik"— Jfom- '* A bcautifUl conception of a rarely^|ifted mind:'* 
ing Post. —ExatHittcr». 

• •' This delightful work . . . We would gladly have ' 

LAYS OF A KNIGHT-ERRANT IN MANY LANDS. By Uajois 
General Sir Vincent Eyre, C.B., E1.C.S.I., dbo. Square ciowa 8vo. With 
Six Illustrations. Price js. 6d. 

nianoh Land. | Home Land. | Wonder Land. ) Rkine Land. 

"The ooneelts here and there are really very 
amusing."— Jtemfonf. 



'*- A collectfon of pleasant and* wefl-written 
stanzas . . . abounding in real .fun and humour." 



•—Literary fVorld. 



BEATRICE AYLMEJC ASfB OTHER TALESv By Mary K. Sowaxd, 

.^thor of " Brampton Rectory*'* i vol. Crown 9ro. Price 6*. 

"These tales possess conside:ablt merit "-^ j "A neat and chatty little volume. "—/^Kr. 
Court ^Qumai. 
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i8 Wi^ks Published by Henry S. King &* Co., 

WORKS BY ALFRED TENNYSON. 

THE CABINET EDITION. 

Messrs. Henry S. King & Co. have the pleasure to announce that 
they are issuing an Edition of the Laureate's works, in Ten Monthly 
Volumes, foolscap 8vo, entitled " The Cabinet Edition," at Half-Or 
Cro7vn each, which will contain the whole of Mr. Tennyson's works. 
The first volume is illustrated by a beautiful Photographic Portrait; 
and the other volumes each contain a Frontispiece. They will be 
tastefully bound in Crimson Cloth, and will be issued in the 
following order : — 

VoL VoL 



1. EAB2.T P0ZM8. 

%, XVOLISH IDYLLS k OTHER F0XX8. 

5. L0CK8LEY HALL ft OTEEE POEKS. 
4. AYLMEE'8 FIELD ft OTHER POEHS. 

6. IDYLLS OF THE KIKO. 



6. IDYLLS OF THE KIHO. 

7. IDYLLS OF THE KINO. 

8. THE PRnrCESS. 

9. KATJD Ain> ENOCH ARDEN. 
10. IN MEKORIAX. 



Volumes I. to IV. are now ready. 
Subscribers' names received by all Booksellers. 



The other forms in which Mr, Tennyson* s Works are published are :^ 

PRICE. 

s, d. 

POEMS. Small 8vo 9 

MAUD AND OTHER POEMS. SmaUSvo. 5 « 

THE PRINCESS. Small 8vo 5 o 

IDYLLS OF THE KING. Small 8vo. . . ' 7 o 

tt t, Collected. Small 8va xs o 

ENOCH ARDEN, &c. Small 8vo. . . 6 o 

THE HOLY GRAIL, AND OTHER POEMS. Small 8vo 7 o 

GARETH AND LYNETTE. Small 8vo. 5 o 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ABOVE WORKS. Square 8vo, cloth extra . .50 

SONGS FROM THE ABOVE WORKS. Square 8vo, cloth extra . . ..50 

IN MEMORIAM. Small 8vo 60 

LIBRARY EDITION OF MR TENNYSON'S WORKS. 6 vols. Post 8vo, each 10 6 

POCKET VOLUME EDITION OF MR. TENNYSON'S WORKS, xi vols., in 

neat case 50 o 

i> gilt edges 55 o 

THE WINDOW ; OR, THE SONGS OF THE WRENS. A Series of Songs. 

By Alfred Tennyson. With Music by Arthur Sullivan. 4to, cloth, gilt extra ai o 

POEMS. Illustrated Edition, 4to 21 o 

65, Cornhill; '6- 12, Paternoster Row, London. 
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POETR Y. 

TOOK KXiXQANT FOSTIOAIi OIFT B00E8: 
LYRICS OP LOVE, From Sbxkspeare to Tennyson. Selected and uranged 
by "W. Savanport Adajna, l-ajix. Fcap. Svo, cloih extra, gilt edgo, ji. 6dl 









WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT'S POEMS. Red-Hne Edition. Hand- 
ranaiy bmind. With inuslnlioiis and Poimit at Ihc Aulhor. Pri«e 71. td. A Cbcnpec 
Edition, with Fronliipiece, is alw puiilUlicd. Pnoc ^r. 61/- 

T^Htnliinlj'cam^UEMtlhkEJiliKHiaaciumtdh'IfA'l^r. 

ENGLISH SONNETS. Collected ud Arranged by John Dennis. 

Fcap. gvo. Elegantlr Inund, Price 31. &f. 



r of " Lyra Aniliiaina," ftc. Fcap Svo. Cloth (xtra, it. M. 
ir DT^tul. >nd InslTKti fDr'lhe moil itA^*. 



THE DISCIPLES. A Kew foem. By »n. Eamlltwt BUnr. Second 

Edllwn. with »me Notu. Crown Svo. Price 71. 6>£ 

Sow «^ taebMltS (he obJ^Slru'SlSK. - 
1b« ElliBfita lAt Ar«9 IB of b« muicr, help- 1 
bUTUfl M im dtrrtM il Tww he coiM be ninrdKl i 






rlUnelapdre bhI linile fti the IuI 

I b> aum], uuIUel. £d free trom 

adq of Dbflcuhnr in thtwhr ot die- 

_ _ mit iKegnhB b aw niii Btttti 

"Xhroa^oin It lirrAthB KdraEnH poraiafl uul 



ASPROMONTE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the same Author. Second 
EdidoD. Cloth, 41. «c/. 

65, Cornhill ; <&• 12, Paternoster Row, London, 
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fVor^s PtibUshed by Henry S, Mhig 6* Ca,, 



Poetry — eotUmued, 



BONaS FOR MUSIC. By Four Friends. 
Square crown 8vo. Price ^r. 

CONTAINING SONGS BY 

BiBgiiudd A. Gaity. Stephen H. Gatty. 
Gnvilk A. Cheater. Juluma H. £wing. 

*'A chamnaic gtft'b^ok, which wtU be vnry 
pmtuiar mth lovers of ^etry.''—yaft»t BulL 

The charm of simplicity is manifest through- 
out, and the subjects are well chosen and suc- 
cessfully treated.' —^0«.(. 

" One of the most de)i|^itfiil4)oolB of v<erae el 
the season."~iMtW«r. 

" The collection is pleasing and varied."— '/f/«g^ 
dersfield Chronicle. 

BOBJERT* BCrOHAirAirS "SfmOfWiSCx 
WOBKB. Collected Edition, in- 3 Vols.,, 
price dx. each. Vol. I. contains,— " Bal- 
lads and RcnDances :" " Ballads and Poems 
of Life," and a Portrait of the Author.. 

VoL IL— ♦' Ballads and Poems of Life ;• 
" AllMjpiies and Sonnets.'* 

Vol Tri.— "Cruiskeen Sonnets;" "Book 
oC Onm ;" " Itelitical Mystics." 

•' Holding, as Mr. Buchanan does, such a con. 
spicuous place amongst modern writers, the read^ 
iMp public will be du^F thankliU for this handspme 
emtion oL the poet's worlcs." — C«ds/ Service 
Gazette. 

"Taking the poems before us as experiments;. 
we hold that they are very full of promise ... In 
the romantic ballad, Mr. Buchanan shows real 
power." — Hour. 

**1{ Mr. Buchanan were an unknown p«*t;.tkis. 
volume would be amply sufficient to establish his 
reputation among' all ]ov«ts of tnia pectry."— 
Laverpool Albion, 

"We can consdentibusfy recommend this col- 
lected edition to every admirer of Mrv-Buchauan s 
poetrj,"— <;/BJ^tf3» News, 



nr '^SBBll. Sinall. cnwn 
Sva Price xs. 6d. 

This is a GollectioB oi Verses ejipiic» ive 
of vefigious feelinsc, written froma Theistic 
stand-point. 

"AH wha ate interested m devotional. verse 
should read this tiny volume."^ A caOemy. 

ON THB NORTH WIND— THISTLE- 
DOWN. A volume of Pswm. B^^ iIm 
Hon. Mtb. Willoughbi. Elegantly 
bemid, flap. 9voi 

PBNEIiOFB AND OTHER PCHBSB. 
By Amaon BoigbeB. Fcap. 8vo. 

BOXMS. By AanAtte F. a Kxii«ht. Fcap. 
3vo. Qoth. Price 59. 

"The pleasant writer of these pleaoanr pages 
excds chiefly in poetical imagery, in. tracing; the 
analysis of mind and matter, and in giviiq^ beauti- 
ful expression to the most beautiful feeliiig^ of our 
nature;"- iCtowrftfnf. 

eOfiUQfl. it BOsm. Svo. js, 6d. 

Subject.— Nature in the Past and in'the-Pre* 
sent. — Man in the Past and in the Present. — The 
Future. 

VABOXBBCrS' MaHfB OTPHBR FOBMBi 

By B. Carpenter. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

« In many of these peeme these- i> a fitoce of 
ftacy, agrandcurof imaginatiea.and a power of 
poetical utterance not byr any. means common ia 
these days."— .Stanr^mL 



FOBMS. By AngoBtas Taylor. Fcap.8vo. 
Cloth. Price 5s. 

A TAEa QF Tg g SEA, BONNBTB, 
ABB OTHBB FOBS3. By JJUBM 
HaweU. Fcap. 8vo. Qotfa; ss- 

" Mr. Howell has a keen perception of the 
beauties of nature, and a just ajppreciati<Hi of the 
charities of life. . . . Sfe. HoweU's book deserves. 
and will probably receive, a warm reception. "— 
Pail Mall Gazette. 

ICBTBICAC. TB^lVfflEiATIOlfS BHOK 
OFKB Q BBBH AliKD I«ATXB POETS, 
ABB 0!DHBB POBMft By B. B. 
B n a w ftll , M . A ■ Qxoo, Crown 8vo. 51. 

" Mostof thne translations we can praise as of 
very hla^ meriL . . . For sweetness and r^u- 
larity, his verses are pae-eminent."— Z.ai!mzry 
ChurchfftaH. 

"Mr. Boswdl has a stroag poetical vein in 
his nature, and gives us every promise of succe&» 
as an ori^^nal ^toet."—Sta*ul&rd, 



- -— SSOBIEB 
IN ENGIilSH VERSE. By Ideu- 
teuant Bortoa. Powlott, fic^sd AitilleiTs. 
Crown 8vo. sc 

" Xhereis a roUicking sense of fan about the 
stones, joined to marrelleus power of rhyming, 
and plenty of swing, which irresistibly remmds us 
9f our oldfavoutite."— Cra^A. 

BONGS FOR SATLORS. By Dr. W. C. 
Bennett. Dedicated by Special Request 
to H. R. H. fcbe Dske. of Bdiabu^iL 
Crown »vo. 3*. 6£ With Steel Portiait 
and Illustrations. 

An Edition in niostxatodT paper Covers. 
Price IX. 

WABZiBD IB, AKB OOSBB FOBMS 
BytheBer.BenrjJ'.Buiatalar. Crown 
8vQ. 5f. 
" A remarkable book of gcniaoe poetry."— 

"Gemnno power di^slayedL"— ^nnm'Mcr. 

"Poetical feeling is manifest here, and the 
dictMn of the poem, is uaiaipeacliable."— /It// 
Mall Gazette. 



Bi 



BO NaS O F liT FB AND DEATH. By 
Aotas Baqrne, Author of ** Intaclios,^ 
"Sonnets,!' '"The Masque of ShadaMs»* 
eta Ch)wn 8vo. 51: 

" The art of bcdlad-wrifiiig fias long been lost 
in Engtaadi aad Mr. Payne nay claim to be its 
restorer. Itis a perfect delig^to meet wrth such 
a ballad as ' May^ ACamuet' in. tlie present 
volume. "-^i^MtmiHstew^ Meuem. 

Secontf Etficion. 

ViaNBTTBB IB BHTimi AND VERS 
DB aOCmRTW. By Anatbft Dobson. 
Fcap. &VO. 5X. 

"eleven dearMmt; and cavefiir'— .^M^'m^tm m. 
^ "As a writer of Vers do-Soei^tfe, Mr. Dobson 
IS almost: if norq^e, onrivalted.'*— £»im<M«r. 

'*Liv^, inBOceat, elegant' in expression, and 
graceful m iaxicy. "^Morning Post. 

raSZTATIONB BBOK THB COCRKAB 
OF BPIT3iA> ABS TBBOSEaBN. 
By Iiady iHunuicL Yxxq. 8irt». 4X. 

" A chainuiig little vaiume. . . Witt be a very 
vauiahle a Mstaace -ta peacefiil, mec&taiive sools.^* 



65,. CoTfihiU;, <Sr^ 12,, Faternoster Raar^ London. 
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YQiB,lKi^^coniinued, 



ON VIOIi AND FIiUTlD. A New Volume 
of Poems, by ZSdmtmd W. Qosse. Widi 
a Fronti^iece by W. B. Boott. 8va 5K. 
" A careful perosal of \as verses will show that 
he is a poet. . . Uts aongr has the grateful, mur- 
murixv; sound which reounds one of the softness 
and deliciousness of summer time. . . . There is 
much duit is £ood in fte volume."— %S]^tac/(r/!0r. 

ZSITH ; 01^ LovB akd Lifk m CmSHiRB. 
By T. Ashe, Author of ** The Sorrows of 
Hypsipyte," etc. Senred. Price ftd, 

"A leaOy fine poem, full of tender, subtle 
toucbes of feeling:."— UfeMofearifr J^favs. 

" FregnaBt from beginmnc to ead wkh fiie re- 
'Solts of cavefnl observation and inuKinative 
power."— CAcs/flT CMrtmcle. 

OOSTHS'SFAUBT. A NewTruuIation in 
JUme. By O. Eagan FmU. Crown Sva 6c. 

" His traaslatioB is the most minutely accurate 
that has yet been produced. . . " — Exaimntr. 

" Mr. Paul is a aeaknis and a ftithful inter* 
prei!Cr."—S«tt»trday Xttmw, 

SnaOB INN OF BTBASaX lOBaBSINaS, 
AND OZHSa POBMB. By Mortimer 
OoDins. Crown 8vd. y- 

"▲boiudimr in ^uiet humoiur, in hni^ fancy, 
In sweetness and melody of expicssian. and, at 
times, in the tenderest touches of pathos." — 

" Mr. CoUins Ins jm uddcfcnrreot of dhivrinr 
•ad romanoe iaenearh the tdfling vein of ^ ood- 
humouied banter which is the special diaracter- 
isticafhis- 



l&BOB AGONIBTBS. ByX.B.B. Crown 

«*lt is not the Inataoiit of tlmeiMgcB that 
they are everywiiere illumined with mofal and 
n^lnaoB seatiment SMggeste<Lnot paradediiof the 
hrientest, purest ^hasactrr. "^-Staut/ard. 

OAXJ>ZBONH3 DSLAMAS. Translated from 
the Spanish. By DeniB Tlareaoe Mao- 
Oarfihy. Post^vo. Cloth, gik edges, i of. 

** The lambeat vene flaws with an ease, spirit, 
and music perfectly natiual, Ubcial, and har- 
monious. "—^^/Mtftor, 

" It is impossible to ;g;>eak too h!|jhly off this 
tieautifttl work.*— AfvNtA. 



A XCBaUND OF ST. PAXrZi'& By the 
Ber. O. B. BowarO. Fcap. jfrro. js. dd, 

SONNSTB, LYBI08, AND 7RAN8IUA- 
TIONS. By the Ber. Ohaites Tnzner. 
■Cr. JBvo. 4f. 6d, 

-*'JCr. Timer is a frei mi ne poet; his son^ is 
sweet and pure, beaumul in firjsfraninn, and often 
subtle in thoi«liL"-^tetf ttSlGtu^te. 

"Tlw Ufht of a tlevout, coatk. aad kindly 
spirit, a delicate and graceful fan^. a keen in- 



thoashts."— OiiSrm- 
^»reury JUttUw. 

SBB DBXAM AND THW DXXD« AND 
QZHBBPOBM& ByFatilok Soott, 
Author of " Foo^atfas b e iwom Two 
Worids,** etc Fcop. 9vo. Cloth, 51. 

** Aliltter aad aKe satire an Ae^ce aad IbBes 
«f tii»dayv liteiacyv social, and polilicBL''— tSte». 

" Shoars jreal poetic -power cotyiled witii evi- 
43ences of satirical coeggr. " £(l tnhtrjrM Daily 



Second Edition. 
BONaB OF TWO WOBIjDS. First 
Series. By a New Wrttex. Fcp. ^a. sr. 

" These poems will assuredly take high rank 
among the class to which they oelonji^."— jBn'/ijA 
Quarterly Remew, April xsf. 

"No extracts cotila do justice to the "exquisite 
tones, the felicitous phzasiae and delicate^ 
wrought harmonies of some ot lliese poems."— 
^oMeat^/brnu'sf. 

" A purity and delicaey of <eeibv like ffy*"iFf"iE 
aax."-ijraphic. 

Second Edition. 
SONaS OF TWO WOBIiDS. Second 
Series. By the Author of ' ' Saogs Of Two 
Worlds."^ Fcap. 8vo. 51. 

"In earnestness and sweetness the author may 
he pronounced a worthy disciple of HeniyYauirhan 
.... Instinct widi a noble purpose and nigh ideal 
.... The most noteworthy poem is the *Ode on a 
Sprii^ Momiqfir,' which has somewhat of the 
coarm of 'L'AUegro'and * II Penseroso.' It is 
the nearest approach to a masterpiece in the «pl- 
iection. We cannot find too mudi praise ibr its 
ndble assertion of man's resurreclion.*— 5]«/Kn£a[y 
.Jieuiew. 

" A real advance on its "predecessor, "and eoiw 
tains at least one poem (' Xha OMaa Boy ') of 
,8r.3ak oogittality, as well as many o(muck beauty 
.... As exqaisite a little poem as we liave read 
for many a day .... but not at all alone In its 
Ciowar to fiucinate.*'— K^tfasftsA^r. 

*' Will be giatefnlly welcomed."— £«ff»»j««r. 

CMkliliNRT OF FZOaONB, AND 
OTBJBB FQIjMS. ^y T**f*^ JCftC- 

KlalB. Crown 8vo. 4;. UL 
"A conceit abounding in partfinesSi'f^JEJr- 



^'Tlie rush of fresh. spatkHqg fancies is too 
Taptd, too sustained, too abaacumt, not to be 
spontaneous."— .i^aniSrmj'. 

liBOONDB OF ST. jMLTBIOK 
XCBB POiBBCa By Aabrey 
ilB Tere. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

** Mr. Be Vere's versification in his aaxUer poems 

.is chaiactehsed by gieat sweetness ana sini> 

pydty. He is master of his instiument, and 

rarely offends the ear with fklse notes, "•^/'o/^ 

Mau GajMitt, 

'* We have but space to oMBBwafl the iaaiea 
•flbaature of his verse, the carefidaess of his 
gnunmai; and his excellent JEngiish. "—tSg/JOifltoy 
jieview. 

AIiXZANDSIt THX aUNAT. A 
Dramatic Poem. By Aubrey Ae ▼ere. 
Author of *'The Legends of StPatxick." 
Crown 8vo. v. 

*' UMteaidbly wen w«ltleB."—>&anKMMr. 

'■laaome pmntsMr. OeV«ve's|»etnr isa model 
Ae aMSt of ms fdlow singees. lis idioais and 



throughout is dignified, as becoaaes the stately 
mnse «f «rB0ed&, and often aiB« to ^aJblim a 
3>ittiha']aaviii|{aII ms coalenxporaries ^br ^drfad.** 



'* Aai^e^y. . . . The voikarm ima'poet, 
and of a fiaie artistp in •whan there is aqthing 
vulgar and notiiuv; «aalc. ... We had ao con- 
ceptian. from our knowfeOee of Mr. Be Yore's 
foaaer poems, that so mnca poetic power lay hi 
liim as this drama Shows. ItlsterseaswdiasfuU 
vof beaiiqt , aanoansas ^weB as xMi ia tlioi^lht."— 

^PtCt0t0K, 



$St Ccrnhili; 6« i^ Aiemosier £tuf^ Louden^ 



JVi>ris PublUlted by Henry S. King 6* Co., 



UAH'B A BTl 



By pill 



LIBBTTB'B TIHTORB. By Mn. 

BnMBUaiay, a vols. [!« Si/lanier. 
ISOIiATBT. A Romance. By Julian 

HftWUiania, Auihor ol "Brasjini. 



1. By IlK Auihor of ITiomasuii, 
'• Dorothy/ &C avoli. WOclsitr. 
TH0UA8IMA. By the Auihor of Dorolhy," 
" De CreMy," &t a "oil Crown 8va 



[;■ Ocltiir, 
AH/KBH TSKRXBB. By StUMUi Mailer, 
in 1 voti. Crpwii 8vo, doth- 



^^^^^SSr 



LAST UOBBTODH'B DADaHTKR 



. . ]iitcn«tiii£ ud i« 



lIABOAItllT AHS BUZABSTH. A 
Sinry of the Sea. By X&Uieiliie 
Saandan, Author of "Gulemi's Sock," 

elCj In I voL Clolh, CTOwn 8yo. 
■%lmply ret jKiwerfuUy told- . . . Thli cpniBE 



orvni SKBVioH. By j. t. xjoUdo. 

Author of " Maurice Rhynhait." a vob. 
-A veryclumuDEBDil uuuilne attwy , .. The 

cluiicleti are lU iieU dcawii udlilC-iaie It 

""" "" (Hicll lta^(htc>a.M 
BibtlMa.rTTWBlii 




'-One Qf the pIfFL&knl, grrii^riiA Uttfe n 
tbckr auecial rewlen lolu dElKtUn andof Ibl 



lajiinl bUt"— y^A^f J* 

BIiB. A Cynic of the 

AutoHosrapLy. I Tot 



BSQIKALS BBAirBT.». 



6s, Comhill; d* is, Pattmoster Row, Lmdm. 
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Fiction— continued. 



OHSSTBBUBiaH. By Ansley OoByars. 
3 Tols. Crown 8vo. 

"We have gained much enjoyment firom the 
book."— ^^^AiAw. 

HONOB BTiATTW : Thb Story op a Plain 
Woman. By Mm. Keatinge, Author of 
"Engliali Homes in India," etc. 2 vols. 

" One of the best novels we have met with for 
some time."— Afi»r»f ^ Post. 

" A story which must do £Ood to all, yvung and 
dd, who read ItT—Dai^ Aaus. 

HBATHBBaATX. A Story of Scottish 
Life and Character. By a new Author. 

a vob. 

"Its merit lies in the marked antithesis of 
strongly developed characters, in different ranks 
of life, and resembling each other in nothing bnt 
their marked Ta.'dova}xty"—AthttueutH. 

THS QinBBN'B BHUiIilNa. By Captain 
Aruxor OrUatliSi Author of " PeccavL" 
a Tols. 

"Every scene, character, and incident of the 
book are so hfe-like that they seem drawn from 
life direct"— Pa// Mall Gaxettt. 

MZBANDA. A Midsummer Madness. By 
Mortimer OolUns. 3 vols. 

" Not a dull page in the whale three volumes." 
^Stmtidard. 

** The work of a man who is at once a thinker 
and a poet."— AiM«r. 

BQUnUD SIIiOHBBTXB'S WHIM. By 
Mortimer Collins, Author of " Marquis 
and Merchant/' etc. 3 vols. 

"We think it the best (story) Mr. Collins has 
yet written. Full of incident and adventure."— 
PmU MaU Gaaette. 

"So clever, so irritating, and so charming a 
^Kxn. "-^Standard. 

THB FBINOXSB CXaABIOB. A Story of 
1871. By Mortimer Collins. 3 vols. 

" Mr. Collins has produced a readable book, 
amusingly characteristic."— ^^JtA^f^rKM. 
*' A bright, fresh,and original book."— ^temArr^. 

JOHANMSS OltAF. By S. de WlUe. 
Translated by F. X. Bnnndtt 3 vols. 
"The art of description is fully exhibited; 
perception of character and capacity for delineat* 
ing it are obvious ; while there is great breadth 
and comprehensiveness in the plan of the story." 
'~M0mtng Post. 

THBSTOBT OF BIB EDWABD»B 

WIFS. By Hamilton Marshall, 

Author of "For Very Life." ivoL Cr.Svo. 

" A quiet, graceful little story."— .S/«/«ilw. 

" Mr. Hanulton Marshall can tell a story closely 

and pleasantly."— /Vr// A/a// GaMtte. 

SXBMANH AQ-HA. An Eastern Narra- 
tive. By W. Gifford Falgraye. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. z8«. 

" There is a posltivefragrance as of newlsr^mown 
hay about it, as compared with the artificially 
perfumed passions which are detailed to us with 
such gusto by our ordinary novd*writen in their 
endless volumes."— <7^«rrt«r. 

A GOOD MATCH. By Amelia Pexxier, 
Author of " Mea Culpa." a vols. 

" Racy and lively."— ^iA^yurwm. 

" This clever and amusing noveL"— Ar// Mmil 
Ctmettt, 



lilNKBD AT IiAST. By F. X. Bimndtt. 
X vol. Crown 8vo. 

" The reader who once takes it up will not be 
inclined to relinquish it without concludii^i^ the 
volume." — Morning Post. 

" A very charming story."— 5''**'* ^«//. 
OFF TH3B SKBIjIjiaB. By Jean 
Ingelow. (Her Fu^t Romance.) In 4 vols. 

" Clever and sparkling."— ^At/u/on/. 

" We read each succeeding volume with in- 
crecuing interest, going almost to the point of 
wishing there was a fi&h.''—At/unaum. 

SSSTA. By Colonel Meadows Taylor, 
Author of ** Tara," etc 3 vols. 

" Well told, native life is aomirably described, 
and the petty intrigues of native rulers, and thdr 
hatred of the English, mingled with fear lest the 
latter should eventually prove the victors, are 
dfeveriy depicted." — Atfuiutum. 

" Thoroughly interesting and enjoyable read 
ing."— £*w»M>i^r. 

WHAT 'TIS TO IjOVX. By the Author 
of " Flora Adair/' " The Value of Fosters- 
town." 3 vols. 

"Worthy of praise: It is well written: the 
story is simple, the interest is well sustaxnea ; the 
characters are well depicted."— i:\/i>i^Mr^/t 
Courant. 



MEMOIRS OF MBa I<2BTITIA 
BOOTHBY. By William Clark 
Bnssell, Author of " The Book of 
Authors." Crown 8va js. 6d. 

" Clever and ingenious."— M/MfWa> Reut'tw, 

" Very clever book."— CM«r«bVrM. 

THXDOCTOB'SDIIiBMMA. ByHeste 
Btretton, 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

"A fascinating story which scarcely flags in 
interest from the firtt page to the )as,t. -^BrMsh 
Quarterly Review. 

THB BPINBTBBS OF BIiATOH- 
INGfrTON. By Mar. Trarers. a vols. 

" A pretty story. Deserving of a favourable 
reception." — Graphic. [Examiner. 

"A book of more than average merits."— 

PBBPIiBXITY. By Sydney Mostyn. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

"Written with very considerable power, great 
cleverness, and sustamed interest."-^S)toMMrA 

"The literary workmanship is good, and the 
story forcibly and graphically told. —Daily News, 

HBBTBB MOBUBT'S PBOMIBX. By 
Besba Btretton. 3 voU 

" Much better than the average novels of the 
day ; has much more claim to critical considera- 
tion as a piece of literary work,— very clever."— 
Spectator. 

*' All the characters stand out clearly and are 
wdl susteined, and the interest of the story never 
PaLgs.''~-Oiserver. 

CBtTBIi AS THB QBAVB. By the 
Countess Yon Bothmer. 3 vols. 
'' yealousy is crutl as tkt Grave.** 
"Interesting, though somewhat tragic."— 
Atheneiutn. 

" Agreeable, miaHected. and eminently read* 
sXAit.^^Daily News. 

SBPTIMIX7B. A Romance. B]r Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. Second Edition. 1 voL 



Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. or. 
The AthenoMfH says that " the book is 



says 

Hawthorne's most characteristic writing. 



ifuUof 
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THE CORNHILL LIBRARY OF FICTION. 

3s. 6d. per Volume. 

TT is intended in tins Series 19 iiroduoe books of such merit that readers will tare to 



them on thrir shelves. They are well printed on good {Mtper, haadsomdy lioiai^ ^vith a 
Frontispiecei and are sold at the ^odecate pnde oEBs.^d. each. 



THE HOtrSB OF JtABY. By Km. «. Boopec 

*'Awor1cofsiqfi:u]artrutl£ruliiess,oztsiiuiUtyfa&d i "Esceediiuiy well written 
'pamm"-^M0mintJ'Mt. \ ^ A wdl tola end imerestinig: sfeOrjC'*— -.^fatJeinor. 

A FIGHT FOR LIFE. By Hoy TfaonuM. 

" Ab unquestionable success."— i><»^ News. A matiftn, tiiere cannot be two irrhiirMig "- Hftr 
" Of the vigour, the surtained maivgy, the aai- I tutum. 



ROBIN GRAY. By' COmcIm Oibbon. • 

*«Pure inseotiinent. well written, aod cleverly f **k.ptMgt*^> picttttytold. 
constructed."— jgrifaj/t Qu»r$erfy Reui mv . .1 " AM<m>ssnming,chM«c>aMric^ 

"A novd of tender and jpfhitir interest"— I xkmtil"'~yohHM»UL 
Globe. I 

KITTY* By Kiss VL BatluuBL<.Bdwai4ik 

<'Liv^ and clerer....Tli»e ism certain dash J "Vciv|pleaBant4ttdaiBMBta(:***>G;2iiK. 
In every desciipti(m ; the jdiakKus is bright and 1 '* A charming nriTrl " JMnrJFwrJT. 
sparkling."— ^iiMfMrMM. I 

HIRELL. By John Sanndenu 

" A powesjul novel, . . atiiUi iwilfn»y a poefj '"■'Webem n<iailqg:%itt«otidiitf pnkfe ^ 
'■^SpeOeaor. \ florlts s^e md compMHon.'UfiwMritar. 

"A novel of eztiaordinai;y mnot."— /Vj-^. I 

ONE OF TWO; or, The left-liaxided Bzide. By 7. a. lMBw«ai. 

*'Told irithspirtt . . ..the plotifi flkiUuUy made." 1 " AdndraHynai 



*' Told irith spirit the pkA is flkttfuUy made." 1 " t-^naf Uyn««>a»>/^ ^^a i"»>»HjrinlnfiiliiiL ' 



READY-MONEY M0RT1B07. A IMte^^Fadt Sto^. 

ThevedsnotaduU pace ia tin «rhole story."— . Vet$rltyTa»r. 

ttubtf^. I ■««One oTtlie moA lemftrTrttbi, ^ 

•▲ Mny tiatarestiqg «ad M&onanion story.*— |4epeazedtflate.**-iAiJZ.3roJSrAuMk. 



<>' 



GOD'S PROVIDENCE HOUSB. By Mrs. ». I.. Banks. 

''Far above tise tub of 1 wiiMiai three-volume '«-P nfnt tk^wi^i^t^/'i 

novels, evindag much litenuy power in not a few lakoyA^ifx."—A£lk0neaum. 

Vrsphic descriptions of^naBBMsaariltoaal customs. "Wonoafhlly readable. The Stvle is tery 

... A genuine sketch."— ^S^«*rtjr, »:—**- — j — . — 1 •• «r s.^ «»_-r» 



FOR LACK OF GOLD. By OhazlM Oibboa. 

"A powerftOIy wxinen nensos sftory."— <t«ad«ngtefltln?.*<— f^ffwtfMr. 
Siheiueum, I "A piece Of irerf genaiae 

"These are .fawaeaMt swrtte mare powerful j A^flftfc Qmaumr^JbtmoB. 

ABEL DRAKE'S WIFE. By Jolha SavaAMm 

^u.tJ^^^S^^}^^^^^" ^ .*»*g- '»yf _.»■<» J detail -and so tondiiw ia JlB<siB«de 
ttrigfauO. lINThave veKlom wet iwtth a 'Ceok so 1 Ame$nnem, 
thooaugiilrtrae «BlBe, sorteeiiiy iMMiMiBn in its ] 

OTHMR STA£a?A£D NOrSLS TO ffOLZOW, 



*Kmm 
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THEOLOGICAL. 



S3EIRMONETTSS : On Synonymous Texts, taken from the Bible and Book oi 

of Commcm Prayer, for; the Study, Family Readtiif , and Private Devotion. By the 
Sev. Thomas ICoore, Vicar of Christ Chiurch, Chesham ; Author of ^'Paxishioners 
in Council." Small crown 8vo. 

SERMONS AND EXPOSITIONS. By the Rev. B. Winterbotham. 
Crown 8yo. -Ooth- ^ {Sftortly, 

SERMONS. By the late Bev. Hexiry ChristoiOLerson, 'U.A. Cr. Svo, cloth. 

THE SPIRITUAL FUflCTION OF A PRESBYTTCR IW THE 
OMUBCH OF 'JBHO-ItfiafD. By Jolm IfotoegB, A.V., for -flftrfour y«ars a 
Presbyter in " that pure said Apo&tolical Branch of Christ's H«ly Carbolic Church 
established in this £iiigdoffl." Crown Svo. Red edges. Price >r.6(f. 

WORDS OF FAITH AND CHEER. A Mission <tf Instruction and 
Suggestion. »By the Iftev. Arofaer T. O omey . x vol. Crown-fivo. Price 6f. 

THE GOSPEL ITS 0V7N WITNESS. Being the Hulsean Xectuas for 
xe73. By tfae Bev. Stanley lieathes, 'M. A. -z vdt. Crown flro. Frke 5$. 

THE CHURCH AND THE EMPIRES: Historical Periods. By the late 
IHesizy W. IV'illMXfOKOe. Preccdedby aSIemoir ofihe Author, byj.lt Newman, 
D.D. z vol. Post 8vo. With J*ortrait. Ptiat. joc. 6iL 

TJ^E fIlQH£& LrlFEL Its Reality, JLxperienia?, and Destii^. Bff ^tbe 
Bev. J. Baldwin Brown, B.A., Author .of ".Eitst Primciplas ,of .Bcctesiastical 
"Truth," &c. I vol Crown 8vo. Price -js. €d. 

we hiMe "Mt ittd from llie pen of 4fal5 tfaqueiit 
, preachsr.'^— CATAitoM tVtrlU. 

"Mr. Baldwin Brown's wxltin^ are full of 
tlnuS^t^bcatpUrr awd 4>o«rer, «ad repay the care- 
ful;fitifdy,AOt only df Itesewho have a penchant 
for theolorical -readin£. bat of all intellifirent 
persons. W«r have f eit nis more than ever wlulst 
pecHsii^ this iiabte yiAyxmit" -^Baptist. 

* HARTHAM CONFERENCES ; OR, DISCUSSIONS UPON SOME 

"* OF TH2B BEGCilOIOUB TOFIOB OF THS BAY. By the Bev. F. W. 

:^U»rB&»cl, IC^A., Vicar of S. Thomas's. Stamford Hill ; late Ghaplain JI.E.I C. 
(jBttngwl PBeaidancy). *' Audi alteram partom. Crown Svo. Prioe jf . j€ar. 

* Contents : — Introductory.— The Real Presence.— Confession.— Ritualism. 

^ *<AbleaBdinterestk«:"-<CSb»yvifc Times. 

'STUDIES IN MODERN PROBLEMS. A Series of Essays by various 
Wnteo. Edited by the Bev. Orby Shipley, IC A. Vol. J. Ciowii 8va Price 5^. 
A Second Series is beia^puta&ishad Mothly, pace 6<^. vadi-pBct. 

* UNTIL THE DAY DAWN. Four Admrt Lectures ddivored in the Epis- 

copal Chapel, MHverton, Warwickshire, on the Sunday Evenings during Advent, 1870. 
By the Bev. KCarmaduke B. Browne. Crown^Bvo. Price as. 6d. 

"Foot really orif^al and st i rr in g sennons."— , yohn Stilt. 

Second Edition. 

* A SCOTCH COMMimiaN SUNTDAY. To which are added Discourses 

from a Certain Univetaity City. By A. K. H. B., Author of "The Recreations of a 
Countoy Paxaon." Crown 8vo. Price 5;. 



*«*Veiy clear^ «id 'tioquantly set fiortfa."— ' 
Stafuiard. 

"A volume of sermons of no ordinary char- 
acter. Toll of 'vamest «q>asitions of troth set 
!forth<«ith sreat eioquenee. . . , Most lieartliy do 
we commend it to our readers.'!^J2(Nr<(. 

" One of the richest volumes of sermons that 



" Some discourses are added, which are couched 
in languaf^e of rare power."— ^oA^i Bu/l. 
"iExceaUxS^y ^^h and xeadable." — Gia^vw 



" We commend this volume as full of interest to 
all our readers. It is written with much abilitv 
aadgvod fariing, with -excellent taste and marvel- 
lous tact."— CAwrrA Herald, 



EVERY DAY A PORTION: Adapted from the Bible and the Prayer Book, 
for the Private Devotions of tiiose living in Widowhood. Collected and Edited by 
IiOdy SCary VynOT. Square crown 8vQ,.eh;gBntly bound. 5^. 
*' Now she that is a wid*w indeed, and desofate/trustethja God." 

the whole, renderiag the wock well suited for its 



•• An excellent little volume."— ^oAw Bull. 
" Fills a niche hitherto unoccupied, and fills it 
-with complete fitness. " — LUerury ChurcknmH, 
" A tone of earnest practical piety runs throujsfh 



purpc£e. " — Rock. 

"The adaptations are always excellent and 
appropriate.— iV*/« and Queries. 
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Press.— Christianity in relation to Society.—Tlic 
Reljeious Condition of Germany. — The Phtlowiphy 
of Bacon. — Catholic Laymen and Scholastic Hii- 
loiophy. 



ESSAYS ON RELIGION AND LITERATURE. By Various Writers. 
Edited by the KoBt Beverend Archbishop KCaaming'. Demy 8vo. los. 6d. 

Contents :— The Philosophy of Christianity.— 
Mystical Elements of Keli)jrion. — Controversy with 
the Agrnostics. — A Reasoning Thouj^ht.— Darwin- 
ism brought to Boole— Mr. Mill on Dberty of the 

Fifth Edition. 

WHY AM I A CHRISTIAN? By Viscount Stratford de Bedcliffe, 

P.O., K.Q., Q.C.B. Crown 8vo. Price 3*. 

" Has a peculiar interest, as exhibttuiST the convictions of an earnest, intelligent, and practical 
man."— C«#f/lrmr/»rao' Jirvuw. 

THEOLOGY AND MORALITY. Being Essays by the Bev. J. LleweUyn 
DavieSi U. A. z vol. Crown 8va Price 7^. 6d. 



not space to do more with regard to the social 



cs!»ays of the work before us, than to testify to the 
kindliness of spirit, sobriety, and earnest thoueht 
by which they are uniformly characterised. — 
Jixamt'tur. 



" The position taken up by Mr. Llewellyn Davies 
is well worth a careful survey on the part of philo- 
sophical students, for it represents the closest 
approximation of any theological system yet for- 
mulated to the religion of philosophy. . . We liave 

THE RECONCILIATION OF RELIGION AND SCIENCE. 

Being Essays by the Hev. T. W. Fowle, K. A. x vol. 8v<y. Price los. 6d. 

" A book which reouires and deserves the re- I There is scarcely a page m the book which b not 
spectful attention of all reflecting Churchmen. It I equally worthy of a thoughtful pause."— /.ne^nr fix 
is earnest, reverent, tlioughtful. and courageous. . . ' Churchman. 

HYMNS AND SACRED LYRICS. By the Bev. Gk><Lfrey Thring-, 
B. A. X vol. Crown 8vo. Price $s, {Ready. 

HYMNS AND VERSES, Original and Translated. By the Bev. 
Senry Downton, K. A. Small crown 8vo. Price y. 6d. 



"Considerable force and beauty characterise 
some of these verses."— //^W/krA/Ma/t. 

" Mr. Downton's ' Hymns and Verses 'are worthy 
of all praise."— i&'wiVij/f ChurchmaH. 



"Will, we do not doubt, I)e welcome as a per- 
manent possession to those for whom they ha\e 
been composed or to wliom they have been origi- 
nally addressed." — Church HtraltL 



MISSIONARY ENTERPRISE IN THE EAST. By the Bev. 

Bichard Collins. With Four Illastrations. Crown 8vo. Price 6f. 



" A very graphic story told in lucid, simple, an^ 
modest style.' — Engtisk Churehfuan. 

"A readable and very interesting vohime.**— 
Church Review. 



" We may Judge from our own experience, no 
one who takes up this charming little volume will 
layjt down again till he has got to the last word." 



—John Bui 

MISSIONARY LIFE IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By James Hntton. 

1 vol Crown 8vo. \In the Press, 

THE ETERNAL LIFE. Being Fourteen Sermons. By the Bev. Jas. 

Noble Bennie, K.A, Crown 8vo. Price<lSf. 

"The whole volume is replete with matter for I Sunday reading."— ^mWixA Churchman. 
thought and study."— TtfAw JTm//. | "Mr. Bennie preadies eamesdy and well.-— 

"We recommend these sermons as wholesome ! Literary Churchman. 

THE REALM OF TRUTH. By Hiss E. T. Came. Cr. 8vo. 5j. 6d, 



" A singularly calm, thoughtful, and philosophical 
inquiry into what Truth is, and what its authority." 
'^Leeas Mercury. 

" It tells the world what it does not like to hear. 



but what it cannot be told too often, that Truth is 
something stronger and more enduring than our 
little dofaigs, and speakings, and actings." — L^c- 
rary Churchman. 



LIFE : Conferences delivered at Toulouse. By the Bev. Pdre Lacordaire. 
Crown 8vo. Price 6s. 

" Let the serious reader cast his eye upon any 1 a desire to know more of the teachings of thi^ 
single page in this volume, and he will find there worthy follower of the samQy St. Domlnick."— 
words wmcli will surest liis attention and give him I Morning Post, 

Second Edition. 

CATHOLICISM AND THE VATICAN. With a Narrative of the Old 

Catholic Coneress at Munich. By J. IiOWry Whittle, A.!!., Trin. Coll., Dublin. 

Crown 8vo. Price 4r. 6d. 

" We may cordially recommend his book to all who wish to follow the course of the Old Catholic 
mo\emcnX.—Saturtu^y Review. 
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Th eologic al — continued. 
THE PUBLIC WORSHIP REGULATION ACT. With a Classified 

Statement of its Provisions, Notes, and Index. By W^. Qt, Brooke, ISC. A. Barrister- 
at-Law, author of " Six Privy Council Judgments, &c. \ln the Press. 

Third Edition. 
SIX PRIVY COUNCIL JUDGMENTS— 1850-1872. Annotated by 
W. G. Brooke, K.A., Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo. Price pj. 

last twenty years, which will constitute the \in- 



" The volume is a valuable record of cases form- 
ing precedents for the future." — Athenanni. 

"'A very timely and important publication. It 
brings into one view the i^eat judgments of the 



- y* 

written law of the English Establishment."— .ffrt'//j/< 
Quarterly Review, 



THE MOST COMPLETE HYMN BOOK PUBLISHED. 

HYMNS FOR THE CHURCH AND HOME. Selected and Edited by 
the Bev. W. Fleming: Stevenson, Author of "Praying and Working." 

The Hyrnn-hook consists of Three Parts >~\. For Public Worship.— II. For Family 
and Private Worship. — III. For Children; and contains Biographical Notices of nearly 
300 Hymn-writers, with Notes upon their Hymns. 

%* Ptiblished in various forms andprices^ the latter ranging from Zd. to 6*. Lists and full 
particulars will be furnished on application to the Publishers, 

WORKS BY THE REV. CHARLES ANDERSON, M.A. 

Second Edition. 
CHURCH THOUGHT AND CHURCH WORK. Edited by the Bev. 
Cliarles Anderson, KC.A., Vicar of St. John's, Limehouse. Containing articles 
by the Revs. J. M. Capes, Professor Cheetham, J. LL Davis, Harry Jones, Brooks Lam- 
bert, A. J. Ross, the Editor, and others. Demy 8vo. 7;. 6d 

healthy moral earnestness is conspicuous in erery 
one of ^e.ia.''—JVesttninster Revieiu. 

" It is a book which may be profitably studied by 
all, whether clen^ymen or laymen, members of the 
established or other churches, who attempt any kind 
of pastoral work, for it is full of wise practical sug* 
gestions, evidently the result of earnest observation 
and loi^ experience, t'uid not the mere guesses of 
an i^ruri speculator.' — Noncoit/onnist. 

Second Edition. 
WORDS AND WORKS IN A LONDON PARISH. Edited by 
theHeV. Charles Anderson, KC.A. DemySvo. Price 6;. 



*' Mr. Anderson has accomplished his task well. 
The brief papers with which nis book is filled are 
ahnost of necessity sketchy, but they are none the 
less valuable on that account. Those who are con- 
tending with practical difficulties in Church work, 
could hardly do better tlian study Mr. Anderson's 
suggestions for ^cmsiA\t&."— spectator. 

"This new series of papers, edited by Mr. 
Charles Anderson, will be heartily welcomed. A 



" It has an interest of its own for not a few minds, 
to whom the question 'Is the National Church 
worth preserving as such, and if so, how best in- 



crease its vital power? 'is of deep and grave im- 
portance." — spectator. 



THE CURATE OF SHYRE. By the Bev. Charles Anderson, IC.A., 

Vicar of St. John's, Limehouse. Editor of " Church Thought and Church Work," and 
"Words and Works in aXK>ndon Parish." Demy 8vo. Cloth, ^s. 6d. [Shortly. 

" This book is no novel, but a record of parish reform, with its attendant religious and social 
problems."— /*ri$Ai«f. 

WORKS BY THE REV. H. R. HAWEIS, MA 

Seventh Edition. 
THOUGHTS FOR THE TIMES. Crown 8vo. Price 7/. 6d. 



" Mr. Haweis writes not only fearlessly, but with 
remarkable freshness and vigour. In all that he 
says we perceive a transparent honesty and single- 
ness of purpose."— kSa/wrrfrty Review. 



" Bears marks of much originality of thought 
and individuality of expression."— A*// Maii 
Gazette, 



Second Edition. 

SPEECH IN SEASON. A New Volume of Sermons. Cr. 8vo. Price 9^. 



"There is in them that which will commend them 
to the approval of the reading public. . . . They 
are marked by a freshness antl novelty of treat- 
ment, a catholicity of spirit, and an earnestness of 

UNSECTARIAN FAMILY PRAYERS, for Morning and Evening for a 

Week, with short selected passages from the Bible. Square crown 8vo. Price 3; . 6d. 



faith which make them pleasant and profitable 
reading, even to those who may least concur in 
the views of the preacher. ... All the subjects 
are treated with great power."— Z«rfj Mercury. 



•i 



These prayers are tender, devotional, and I household. Thev are brief, but very beautiful "-« 
dmay be used with erreat profit in any I Christian Jf'orla. 
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WORKS BY THE fiEV. C. 



Third Edition, 

WORDS OF HOFB FBO MTHM 

OV THB SXlCFBUBOfiOrftOS. Crown 
8vo. Price 5*. 

"Able, lucid, and thorough^ >]»BcttcaL'* — 
Statuiard. 

" Suffice it to say that they sustain the cha- 
racteristics of Dr. Vaug^han's other writiiun, cind 
possess an attractiveness which is cvBacally anjy 
to be derived from a telling delivery, ana con- 
9e<|uenthr Is rarely lookod tor in nimiiiMi oaky 
reacL"— ytfA« JSW/, 

" Quiet, scholarly, ingettious, natural, spiritual, 
evangelical, and earmst The charm of their 
pleaaantneas aad goodaeu ffcMs not wretMy. 
They are the natural products of a culturea. 
industrious, vigorous nujuL"-^£ritisA Qttariefiy 

"Thorough simplicity, devoabHss. aad Jia- 
cerity gf Cnristian purpose, are apparent mi all 
his pulpit utterances. "»-Z.0yi^i Quarterly 
Review, 



SOUIUTT OF THUS BSU- 
aiOV AMD OXBBB aSBMONS 
PRBACHBD IN LONDON DXTBINa 
THE SIUSCTION AND MISSION 
WXSK, FBBBUABY, 187C Crown 



OWJI PBOFIiB. An 
Appesd for Missions. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

" Faithful, earnest, eloquent, teodciviuid large- 
iieaHe^."— British Qi<arter{y Reoiew. 

Fourth Edition. 
TOTTNG UFS SOmPFINO 
FOB QOD'B fiSBVIOlt. 
£eixig Four Senoaons Preach«d before the 
Universi^ of Oonhridge, in November, 
«B7a. Crown 6ve. Price 3f. ^eL 

" HosaU the writer^ dwncteristMstf^bevoted- 
«es», purity, and J^gh moral toac.''-'LoHdan 
Q$uxrierfy Iteview. 

" As earnest, eloquent, and as liberal as every- 
tthingcise thatite wdlu».'*-^xaminer. 



WQAKS BY THE fi£V. «. fi. •REW, MA. 

Seccmd Edidon. 'Second lEffition. 



WISH THBIB HXaBflBX. Bewllcd 
^owds, iivo. Prioe nt. ^tL 

' Mr. Drew has invented 




of 
Obscnratien 

^^ ^ ^liistraiyels, 

— — fcleiiuig from ttme to tfaue to cbe wets of 
sacred history belonging to the difSerent countries, 
he writes an outline nistory of the Hebrew oatiaB 
from Abraham downwards, ^ith special sefiereace 
to the various pomts in irhich the fpsogmphy 
illustrates the history. . . . He is very successful 
in picturing to his reiaders the scenes before his 
own mind. "StUtirday Rgviau. 



XJB8- 
■QrownSvQ, s** 

'"^PVe*hawTCadtiK^raliiaie4iMici«it interest. 
if t -is at onee succinct end sinmtifc, rev e re n t 
and ingenious, observant of snoSu de t ai ls, and yet 
Slot fotwNfal of.gr«et principles.*'— ^ArdlwA Quar- 
iftrijf Rtvitw. 

** A veryreversnt attempt to elicit and develop 
Scripture intimations respecting our Lord's thirty 
-gears' sqjouzii at Nasaredi. The author iias 
ARDught wett«t the umwtflwfli ■liiieywnrt hm p>»- 
'duced a very valuable series of Scriptare lessons, 
which win be found both {urofitable and singularly 
intetestiqg."— ^MCftA'aw. 



THB DIVINID KINaDOM ON BABTH A« IC X8 IN BBATSH. «««, wos. 6d. 

-^'Tkomriitful and eloqeeat .... J^ullof eri* 
v^nal thinking admirably expressed."— .AnMuA 



"Entirely vahiable and sa t ls faclo gr 

There is no Hvfng divine to whom the audunship 
would not be a Cxedit."«— liVfrsvy CMtuxhmimH. 



i^uarttrfy Htmiew. 



WORKS OF THE LATE REV. F. W. ROBERTSON, MJL 



BXBMONS. 

Vol. I. Small crown 0vo. 
Vol. II. Small crown 8vo. 
"Vol. ni. Small crown 8vo. 
Vol. IV. Small crown 8vo. 



Price 3 J. %d. 
Price 3«. td. 
Price 3f. 6(f. 
Price 3J. 6d, 



XZPOSITOBY liEOTUBBS ON ST. 
SACHj'S BFESTXdl SO !CHa 
XJOBINTHIANa. Small . crown Svo. 5<* 

AN AKAIiTBIS OF KB. ^CSNNYBON'S 
"IN MXMOBIAM." (Dedicated by 

Jtermission to the Poet-lAUreate.) Fcap. 
vo. ac. 



ANB asxjams, xdstkws. 

USE SDUCATION 07 THX HITMAN 
SAOn. Translated fram the GnPBan tf 
•OoUhold Bptaxaim Tinwalag Fcap. 
■'8vo. as.j6d, 

la OTUBE BAND APPB»S BBg, WITH 

OTH3SB liITlDXlABY HEICAINS. 

•A New Edition. With Introduction by 

the Bev. Btoitfoard A. Bsoaika, MJL 

'One Vol. Unifoxm with the Sermons. 5f . 

iPre/arif^, 

AJUBCRnrBs 0sr i«bd. w. bobbbt- 

80N, MA. By the Ber. 7. A. NoULe. 
Odivered before the Youqe -Men's Chris- 
letian Association of Pittahuygn, UJS. is,6d. 

The above woiks can ako be had Bound in half morocco. 

%* A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, moimted for framing, can be had. price 8f. 6d. 
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Thbologtcal— «;wrf«««^ 

WOfiKS BY, THE REV. STOPFORD A. BROOKE, WTA. 
r Chaplain- in OMinary to Her Majesty the Queen. 



SKE lUikSB SflBV. r. W. ItOBBStTBOK, 
M.A., liim AKD lATTSlBS Off» 
Edited by BtopfbrdO 



Seventh Edition. 
OHRIOV tSr MODSXtn ZiI3n&; Sermons 
Preached in St. James's Chapel, York 
Street, London. Crovrn 8vo. 7^. (id. 

" Nobly fcarfess, and singularly stronfic. .... 
carries our admirRtioa tluotaghout." — ^nV/xA 
Quarterly Rtrnrtth 

Second Edition. 

VBaexBoic isr tbjd gsqboh of 

XNOIjAIVDv Six Sermons suggested 

by the Voysey Judgment. Cr. 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

" A very fair statement of the views in respect 

to freedom of thought held by the liberal party in 
theChurch of England. "^BlackivootFsMagusine. 
" Interesting^ and readable, auid characterised 
by great clearness of tho«^t, frankness of state- 
ment, and moderation of tone." — Church OpinioH, 

Seventh Edition. 
B3BBMONB Preached in St. James's Chapel, 
York Stt%et, London. Crown 8vo. (a. 

" No one who readfi these sermons will wonder 
that Mr. Brooke is a ffreat power in London, that 
his chapel is thronged, and his followers large 
and enthusiastic. Thejr are fiery, energetic, im- 
petuous sermons, rich with the treasures of a cul- 
tivated imagination." — Guardian. 

FEtffiDBBKJK BXlfflSON MA'DBICSS : 
XiETBl ANU WORK OF. A 



I. In 3 vols., uniform witii the Sermons*, 
With a Steel Portrait 7^ . 6ei. 

II. Library Edition, in diemy 81KI, urithf 
Two Steel Portraits. 12s. 

III. A Popular Edition, in i vol. 6$i 

Second Edition. 
TBaOIiOOY IK THB BNGUBS 

POBSTS.— COWPER, COLEBIDGB^ WORDS- 

WORTH, and Burns. Post 8vo. g^, 

" A^rt from its literary merits, the book may 
be said to i>ossess an independent value, as 
tending to familiarise a certain section of the 
English public with more enlightened views of 
theology.- — ^ theneeutn. 

" The volume is scholarlike, and evidently the 
resultof study nnd discrimination." — Howr. 

" . . . An adnuraMe example of -nterpretative 
criticism. It is clear, adequate, eloqnentv and 
there are many such morsels of thought scattered 
throughout the book. We hav« read Mr. Brooke's 
volume with pleasure -> it is fresh, suggnestive, 

stimulating, and we cordially recommend it."— » . « ^ 

Nonantfonnist. 9r«monal Sermon. Crown 8vo, sewed. \s. 

SERMON&PREAeHED IN ST. JAMES'S CNAI^a.YOAN ST., URWOM, SECOND SERIES IS IN THE PRESS. 

MISCELLAKEQUS^ 
— ^^^ 

J^OR SCEPTRE ANI> CROWN. A Romsmce of the Present Time. 
By Greffor SSoxaarov. Translated hy Fanny Wormald^ 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, isf. 

This is the celebrated " Am Zepterund Kronen/' which was published about a year ago 
in Germany, when it created a very great sensation among all classes. It deals with 
some of the prominent characters who have figured and still continue to figure in 
European politics, and the accuracy of its life-picture is so great that it is presented to 
the English public not as a novel, but as a new rendering of an important chapter in 
recent European history. 

1?HS NEGLECTED QUESTXQN. By B. Karkvwitoli. Translated 

from the Russian, bv the Princesses Olironsoff, and dedicated by Special Per- 
mission to Her Royal Highness the Duchess ^f Edinburgh. 

THE ROMANTIC ANNALS OF A NAVAL 

Mra Arthur Tralieme. Crown, 8vo. 10^. (>d. 

"Some interesting letters are introduced, 1 "Well and pleasantly tcA'^* •^Ev€ning Stan 
amongst others, several from the late King Wil- dard, 
liam N ."—Spectator. I 

A GRAMMAR OP POLITICAL ECOHOMY. By Mw/^.-Gmi. W. F. 

SCarriott. CrownSvo, 6*. [Shortly. 

The author's aim in presenting this new ^ementarv ti-eatise to the world is, firstly, to 
restrict it to truly elementary consideradons in each branch of the subject ; secondly, to 
adopt a perfectly precise and imambiguous use of terms in the sense which most nearly 
agrees with common use ; thirdly, to offer reasonable proof of every proposition ; and 
fourthly, to use the utmost brevity consistent with proof, so as to invite and facilitate the 
judgment of the student as wdl as of the critic 

VILLAGE HEALTH. By Horace Swete, U.3>. Small crown 8vo. 

[/« the Press. 
*»* This work wilt be A practical band'book oTsanitaiy knowledge for residents in the 

country, landowner, cdergymen, &c. 



FAMILY. By 



••^M**irt«*B 
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Miscellaneous— <:^///*V/»<5f/. 
I'HE ASHANTEE WAR. A Popular Narrative. By The Special Cor- 

reepondent of the " Daily News." Crown 8vo. Price 6*. [Just Ready. 
This account of the Ashantee War does not pretend to the dimity of a HISTORY, but attempts to 

lace, with descriptions of the country aad scenes passed 
'it K^ns in value from the fact that official documents 
questions which every one is still askinj^. 
> Trustworthy and readable, and"well fitted to l bv bring[ingf together suj^estive incidents, and by 
serve its pujfose as a popular narrative. . . . The I clearing up pomts that his readers would naturally 
Daily News Correspondent secures interest chiefly I be desirous of knowing."— £JRX/Mf>i«r. 

SOLDIERING AND SCRIBBLING. Bv Archibald Forbes, of the 

Daily Nnvs, Author of " My Experience of the War between France and Germany." 

Crown 8vo. Price 7*. 6d. 

" At] who open it will be inclined to read through I " There is a good deal of instruction to outsiders 
for the varied entertainment which it affords.'^ I touching military life, in this volume."— JiTwiifig 
Daily Xews. \ Standard. 

HAKAYIT ABDULLA. The Autobiography of a Malay Munshi, between 
the years x8o8 and z8^3. In which are Sketches of Men and Eventj connected with the 
Ennish Settlements m the Straits of Malacca during that period. Translated by 
J. f*. Thomson, F.S.G.S. Demy 8vo. Price zzr. 

SHAKESPEARE; a Critical Study of his Mind and Art. By Edwar4 

DO'Wden. {Preparing. 

THE SHAKESPEARE ARGOSY : containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, alpthabetically arranged and classified by Capt. A. F. 
P. Harcourt. Crown Svo. Price df . 

SOCIALISM : its Nature, its Dangers, and its Remedies considered by the 
Rev. K. Kaufinan, B.A. x vol. Crown 8vo. 

Dr. J. H. NEWMAN ; CHARACTERISTICS FROM THE 

WBITINQB OF. Being Selections, Personal, Historical, Philosophical, and Religious, 
from his various Works. Arranged with the Author's personal approval With Portrait. 

CREMATION; THE TREATMENT OF THE BODY AFTER 

DBATH : with a Description of the Process and necessary Apparatus. Crown Svo, 
sewed. Third Edition. Price xs. 

*ILAM EN NAS. Historical Tales and Anecdotes of the Times of the Early 

Khalifahs. Translated from the Arabic Originals. By ICrs. Godfrey Clerk, 
Author of " The Antipodes and Round the World." Crown 8va Price ^s. 

" Those who like stories full of theg^enuine colour l "As full of valuable information as it is of amus- 
and fragrance of the East should by all means read ing; incident"— ftvwm^ Standard. 
Mrs. Godfrey Clerk's volume."— S/ecta/or. • 

THE PLACE OF THE PHYSICIAN. Being the Introductory Lecture at 
Guy's Hospital, 1873-74 : to which is added Essays on the Law of Human Life, 

AND ON THE RELATION BETWEEN ORGANIC AND INORGANIC WoRLDS. By JameS 

Hinton, Author of " Man and His Dwelling-Place." Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 3*. M. 

" Very remarkable. There is not a sentence in ralisation. To partake of this feast of reason the 
them that is not pregnant with high meaning."— 
Brighten Herald. 

" A thoughtful volume."— %*« XuU. 

" Full of suggestive thougnts and scientific gene- 
Fifth Edition. 

LITTLE DINNERS; HOW TO SERVE THEM WITH 
SUBaANOB Ain> SOOKOMY. By ICary Hooper, Author of ** llie Handbook 
of the Breakfast Table." z vol. Crown Svo. Price 5;. 

"We ought not to omit the mention of several 
very good recipes which Mrs. Hooper vouchsafes 
us— ^.^., rump-steak pudding, sheep s-head, Scotch 
fashion, deviUed fowX rich plum-puddinganeck of 
venison cooked in a V oven, now to cook whitebait, 
and how to ' scollop oysters.' She has goisd hints 
about salmi of wild duck, and her caution on the 



book must be purchased and thought over, which 
advice we conscientiously give to everyone who 
wishes to keep up writh the mteUcctual progress of 
the age." — Brighton Gazette. 



" To read this book gives the reader an appe- 
tite." — Notes and Queries, 

" We should thmk this little book likely to be 
very useful."— £"0**. 

" Sensible and well written."— C/ff.^tfa/ News. 

" A very excellent little book. . . . Ought to be 
recommended as exceedingly useful, and as a 



deliberate preparation of the sauce for the same 1 capital help to any housekeeper who interests her 
delicacy, roasted, assures us that— given the means ' self in her kitchen and her cook." — Inanity Fair. 
and the heart to put her knowledge in practice — "A thoroughly practical book." — Chunk 
she undeniably knows what is good."— SatunU^y I Herald. 
Review. ' 

OUR INVALIDS: HOW SHALL WE EMPLOY AND AMUSE 

THBM P By Harriet Fo^OVer. Fcap. 8vo. Price M. 6d. 

" A very useful little brochure. . . . Will become I intended, while it will afford many a useful hint to 
a universal favourite with the class for whom It is | those who live with thtm."'—3^ehn BuU. 
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Miscellaneous — continued. 



THE 



PORT OP 

Difficulty, 



REFUGE ; or, Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters 
Doubt, or Distress. By Manley Hopkins, Author of "A 
agCj" " A Manual of Insurance," &c. Crown 8vo. Price 6j. 
Subjects : — The Shipmaster's Position and Duties. — ^Agents and Agency. — Average. — 
Bottomry, and other Means of Raising Monev. — ^The Charter-Party, and Bill-of-Lading. 
Stoppage in Transitu; and the Shipowner's Lien.— Collision. 



IN 

Handbook of AveragCj" " 



A most useful book." — Westminster Review, 
" Master>mariners will find it well worth while 
to avail themselves of its teachings." — United 
Service Masraxine, 



''Combines, in quite a marvellous manner, a 
fulness of information which will make it perfectly 
indispensable in the captain's book>case, and 
equally suitable to the gentleman's library ."—/r<?«. 

Fifth Edition. 

LOMBARD STREET. A Description of the Money Market. By Walter 

Bagreliot. Large crown 8vo. Price 7;. 6^. 



J Mr. Bagehot touches incidentally a hunored 
points connected with his subject, and pours serene 
white licljt upon them ^:'— Spectator. 

" Anybody who wislies to have a clear Idea of 
the workings of what is called the Money Market 



should procure a little volume which Mr. Bagehot 
has Just published, and he will there find the whole 
thing in a nut-sheU." — Saturday Revieiv. 
" Full of the most interesting economic history." 
_ — Athenaum. 

THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. By Walter Bagehot. A New 

Edition, Revised and Corrected, with an Introductory Dissertation on Recent Changes 
and Events. Crown 8vo. Price 7*. 6d. 

" No writer before him had set out so clearly 1 " A pleasing and clever study on the department 
what the efficient part of the English Constitution of higher ^poUlics."— Guardian. 
really is."— Pall Mall Gasette. I 

REPUBLICAN SUPERSTITIONS. Illustrated by the Political History 
of the United States. Including a Correspondence with M. Louis Blanc By 
Moncure D. Conway. Crown 8vo. Price 5^. 

" A very able exposure of the most plausible ■ " Mr. Conway writes with ardent sincerity. He 
fallacies of Republicanism, by a writer of remark- I gives us some good anecdotes, and he is occasion- 
able vigour and purity of style." — Standard. | ally almost eloquent."— {^Man/mM. 

NEWMARKET AND ARABIA; AN EXAMINATION OF THE 
DESOBNT OF RA.CBRS AND C0T7BSSRS. By Bogrer D. Upton, 
Captain lale 9th Royal Lancers. Post 8vo. With Pedi|^ees and Frontispiece, gs. 

" It contains a good deal of truth, and it abounds 
with valuable sue^estions." — Saturday Revic7u. 

" A remarkable volume. The breeder can well 
ponder over its pages."— .Bell's Life. • 

MOUNTAIN, MEADOW, AND MERE: a Series of Outdoor Sketches 

of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and Natural History. By Q-. Cliristoplier Davies. 
With 16 Illustrations by Bosworth W. Harcourt. Crown 8vo. Price 6*. 

" Mr. Davies writes pleasantly, graphically, with 



"A thoughtful and intelligent book. . . '. A con- 
tribution to the history of tne horse of remarkable 
interest and importance."— ^rti-Cy'-f Mag-axine. 



" Pervaded throughout by the graceful melody 
of a natural idyl, and the details ofsport are subor- 



dinated to a dominating sense of the beautiful and 
picturesque." — Saturday Review. 

STREAMS FROM HIDDEN SOURCES. 

Bankinar* Crown 8vo. Price 6s. 



the pen of a lover of nature, a naturalist,'and a 
sportsman. " — Field. 



By B. Uontgromerie 



" The effect of reading the seven tales he pre 
sents to us is to make us wish for some seven more 
of the same kind."— /»«// Mall Gazette. 



" We doubt not that Mr. Ranking's enthusiasm 
will communicate itself to many of his readers, and 
induce them in like manner to follow back these 
streamlets to their parent river." — Graphic. 

MODERN PARISH CHURCHES; THEIR PLAN, DESIGN, AND 
FTJRNITUBE. By J. T. Micklethwaite, F.S. A. Crown 8vo. Price 7J. 6d. 



" Any one about to build a church we str«ngly 
recommend to study it carefully." — JVotes arid 
Queries. 

"Will be a valuable addition to all clergymen's 



libraries, whether they have to build churches or 
not." — Literary Chtirchtnan. 

" A fund of sound remarks and practical sugges- 
tions on Church Architecture." — Examiner. 



Second Edition. 

LONGEVITY; THE MEANS OF PROLONGING LIFE AFTER 
MIDDIjB AGB. By Dr. John Gkirdner, Author of "A Handbook of Domestic 
Medicine," &c. Small crown 8vo. Price 4J. 



'We are bound to say that in general Dr. 
Gardner's directions are sensible enough, and 
founded on good principles. The advice ^ven is 
such that any man in moderate health might fol- 
low it with advantage, whilst no prescription or 
other claptrap is introduced which might savour of 
quackery." — Latuet, 

" A very interesting book— the simplicity of the 
language is such that tlie meaning is at once 
cynacnt."—/.rverpool Albion. 



Dr. Gardner's suggestions for attaining a 
healthy and so far a nappy old age are well 
deserving the attention of all who think such a 
blessing worth trying for." — Xotes atut Queries. 

" To iniddle-agea persons this work will be a 
most useful one, if only they will follow Dr. 
Gardner's advics,"-^flr»<;/<i'i'r'j Neros Letter. 

" The hints here given are to our mind invalu- 
able."— 3:/teMi&ira^ 
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